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what Jack Kenned 
is hiding from Jackie 








A new, more compact napkin for greater comfort 


New Slenderline napkins by Kotex are so slim and compact 
they stay comfortably smooth and flat...shape to your body contour. 


A new moisture-proof inner shield gives you even better protection. 
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SLENDERLINE, SUPER OR REGULAR 


KOTEX and SLENDERLINE are trademarks of Kimberly-Clark Corporation 


For hair too casual for hairspray. ..yet too soft to stay 
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REVLON’S NEW HAIRDRESSING DEVELOPMENT 


... gives your hair the body it needs to behave—does away with dryness, dullness, droop! 


Crystal clear ‘Persuade’ is a new kind of hair cosmetic that makes even dull, 
dry hair lustrous and manageable. And ‘Persuade’ has a light touch. 

It thoughtfully disappears ... leaving nothing in your hair but 
shimmering highlights and perfect control. You’ll love new 


‘Persuade’. .. especially after a shampoo. 


‘Persuade’ (regular) 


E aN . for brunette hair. 

* ¥ __—_—_ ge *‘Persuade (blue tone) 
Zs hia adds highlights to blonde 

i * = §©6=—S—cor gray hair without darkening. 


© Revlon, Inc., 1961 





fabulous 
new flats 


featuring special new 
photo of idol Bobby Rydell 


Wear your heart on 
your toes—with 
our sensational new 
flats! Choose black, 


red, green or tan 
softie leather. 


a snapshot 
of Bobby or 
your own 
guy slips in 
and out 


MAIL AND PHONE 
ORDERS FILLED 


448 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK city’ 
Please send me Pho-Toes flats at $4.98 ' 


Size |Width|(1st choice) *Color+ (2nd choice)|No. Prs. 


| 























Nam 
ddress 


A 
City Zone State 


CHECK OR MONEY ORDER NO C.O.D.’s 
Add sales tax if any. 
Add 35¢ for postage and handling 
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Your future and the world’s--in your arms 
as a GRADUATE PRACTICAL NURSE 


Et 


LEARN PRACTICAL NURSING AT HOME IN ONLY 10 


SHORT WEEKS There are thousands of posi- 
tions for Graduate Practical Nurses begging to be filled 

. Many in your own community. You can earn up to 
$65 a week as a Graduate Practical Nurse ... many of 
our students earn much more. In a few short weeks you 
may be able to accept your first cases. 


THERE IS ALWAYS A PLACE FOR YOU IN NURSING... 
In good times or bad, babies are born, people become ill 
... you are always needed. As a Graduate Practical 


Nurse, you can enjoy security, independence and freedom 
from money worries. 






YOUR AGE AND EDUCATION ARE NOT IMPORTANT... 


If you are between the ages of 17 and 65 you can be a 


PRACTICAL NURSE! 


A high school education is not 


necessary. Common sense and a desire to help others are 


far more important. 


LETTER AFTER 


LETTER ABOUT 


SUCCESS AS PRACTICAL NURSES 


“TI took my patient 
to Illinois by Pull- 
man and back by 
airplane — I now 
get $56 a week.” 
M. K., Conn. 


“I received a 21 
jewel nurses watch 
from my first pa- 
tient.” 

A. M., Florida 


FILL OUT THE COUPON AND | WILL SEND TO YOU... 


“After being a 
school teacher, I 
took your famous 
course. I have had 
15 cases already.” 
M.L., Halifax, N.S. 


FREE PRACTICAL NURSING BOOKLET AND LESSON SAMPLES 
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. . 
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from the editor’s desk 








WHAT WE ARE ABOUT TO DO 
HAS NEVER BEEN DONE BEFORE ... 


Incredible as it may seem, we want you—as a loyal reader of 
PHOTOPLAY—to take a look at the other movie magazines on the news- 
stands. We don’t care which ones—Movie Life, Movie Screen, Mod- 
ern Screen, Silver Screen, Motion Picture. It doesn’t really matter. 
And, we might add, we’re not out of our minds. There’s a method to 
our madness. 


We are convinced that when you actually compare PHOTOPLAY 
with its competition, you will happily join us in a crusade to tell your 
friends (we mean the ones who aren’t hip!) why PHOTOPLAY is Amer- 
ica’s first and finest movie magazine. We would like you to rediscover 
why in this, our 50th year, we are the largest entertainment magazine 
published in the entire world—with more stories, more pages, more 
scoops, more gossip, and more pictures. Do this, won’t you? You will 
be dramatically and delightfully reminded why PHOTOPLAY is first 
with true fans, first in the hearts of Hollywood. 


We are proud of our lifetime of experience, experience that has 
given us the insights necessary to capture the world of stars—the 
glamour, the excitement, the glory and. . . even the tragedy. Frankly, 
we don’t think your friends should be asked to take your word for it— 
or ours. Let them go to their favorite newsstand and see for themselves. 


Yes, we’re tooting our horn—which may not be modest—but since 
when is a Golden Anniversary a time for modesty? We want everyone 
to know that, with this very issue, we are starting to celebrate our 
next 50 years! We want your friends to be our friends—to share with 
us all the surprises we have in store for you in the coming months. 
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The hilarious Story of three young GUYS...two young “7 
GALS and a mechanical marvel that runs on Love! 
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UNDER-ALL DRESS SHIELDS 
SAVE CLOTHES, SAVE FACE 


Kleinert’s Under-All dress shields 
keep you confident, comfortable. 
Elasticized to stay in place. Under- 
All your clothes to be sure! $2.75. 


® 
. 
. J, 
. 485 Fifth Ave., N.Y., N.Y. 














Me WHAT DO YOU THINK? 


Thanks—but no thanks—for your exer- 
cise article. I tried pinching myself as you 
suggest; now will you advise as to what 
shade of makeup I could use to cover the 
bruises? Also, I have slammed myself on 
the floor as your figures illustrated, and 
the result: I’ve got the thinnest floor you 
ever did see. True, I have lost a little 
weight, but now I need a chiropractor. 
HeEten JAMISON 
Newark, N. J. 


Eddie may be back in Debbie’s life as 
your story says, but must she return to 
mine as well? I’m sure many of your 
readers have the same complaint, and, al- 
though I’m mad about your book, let’s 
have more stories on some other stars. 
ELEANOR FELDMAN 
Boston, Mass. 


Dear Photoplay: 
wrrrrys to me Liz is an actress, 
mother, and wife—all rolled into one. 
Newspapers and magazines have treated 
this wonderful person like dirt. 
A Liz Fan 
Denton, Texas 


I’m sick and tired of people criticizing 
Bobby Darin. I think everyone is very 
unfair to him. He’s a boy who’s come up 
the hard way, and so why don’t people 
give him a chance? 
Barsara COHEN 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


K PLEASE TELL US 


Will you please settle an argument be- 
tween my girlfriend and me? She insists 
George Nader is a bachelor, and I say he 
is married, Who is correct? 

DGB 

Tacoma, Washington 


George is very much the bachelor. And if 
either of you plan to write to him—good 


luck !—Eb. 


.... We disagree on the star of “Look 
Back in Anger.” I say it was Richard 
Burton and my sister says it was Laurence 
Olivier. 
Pameta & Lyp1A BurtoN 
Scarsdale, N. Y. 


Richard Burton starred in the film. By the 
way, any relation to you girls?—Ep. 


Was it Danny Kaye or Danny Thomas 

who accepted the award for Stan Laurel 

at the Academy Award presentations? 
Mrs. Epitn Wies 
McGuffey, Ohio 


Danny Kaye.—Ep. 


THE FIRST LADY 


Your story on Jackie Kennedy was a wel- 
come relief. I loved the pictures of her 
and the inside story of their romance. 
Let’s have more. I'd rather read about 
Jackie than Liz any day! 
SUZANNE COLLIER 
Elgin, Ill. 


At first I was surprised that PHotopLay 
would write about our First Lady, but 
after reading the story I think even Mrs. 
Kennedy would be pleased. I hope there 
will be more of the same, because I’ve 
started a scrapbook on Jackie. 

Jiutt Apter 

Glens Falls, N. Y. 


x WE LOVED GARY 


As an all-time fan of Gary Cooper, I have 
to tell you how thoroughly I enjoyed and 
wept over your article on him. Where oh 
where is Hollywood going to get another 
one like him? 
SopHie MILLER 
Sharon, Pa. 


Could you please tell me if Gary Cooper 
was ever married to Sandra Shaw? In all 
the stories about him since his death, you 
never read about her, only his wife. 
Mrs. Frank C. Grivtey 
Schenectady, N.Y. 


Sandra Shaw and Mrs. Cooper are one and 
the same. Sandra Shaw was the film name 





she used as a starlet. Today her friends refer ‘ 


to her as Rocky. She and Coop were mar- 
ried in 1933.—Eb. 


(Please turn the page) 
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THE ROMANTIC RENDEZVOUS 
THAT GAVE THE RIVIERA 
_.. ITS MOST MADCAP AFFAIR!!! 
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SHORT CUT TO COMFORT 
FOR “UNCOMFORTABLE DAYS” 
...PROTECTIVE BRIEFS 


Waterproof panels. Pinning tabs and 
pinless fasteners. Availablein Acetate, 
Cotton, Nylon. From $1.00 to $2.39. 


® 
. y 


485 Fifth Ave., N.Y., N.Y. 
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BE A PEN PAL 





Find a new and exciting friend 
JUST FOR YOU listed below. 





, eS JUST FRIENDS 


PATRICIA STILEs. 14 

Salmonhurst 

RR #2, Vic. Co. 

New Brunswick, Canada 
Vittorio PLesant, 21 
Contrada Tremellini 
Foresto Sparso 
Bergamo, Italy 

Syivia BILENIN, 17 

524 E. 155th St. 

Harvey, Ill. 

Ensio KuNNASLUOTO, 20 
Svaneholm Box 243 
Sweden 

Myra Maeno, 15 

2260 Waiomao Road 

Honolulu 16, Hawaii 
Vickrt Lanum, 13 
Box 118 
Edison, Ohio 


Layta At-Bayati, 15 

Sari Kehya 

T/201/77 Kirkuk, Iraq 
STEPHANIE SANDY, 12 
Pitcher, N.Y. 

J. M. Prante, 18 

229 A. LaBrie 

Sept-Iles P. Quebec 

Canada 
Barras SAHNI, 17 
Theosophical Colony 
Juhu, Bombay 
India 

AcHepu Bruno, 22 

S/T Lake Palourde 

Pacific Coast Transport Co. 

Ocean Center Building Suite 404 

Long Beach 2, Calif. 


Dartene Ruisis, 22 
2315 West 23rd St. 
Chicago 8, Ill. 
Patty Burns, 12 
4509 Beverly Drive 
Waco, Texas 
Pauta Ke ty, 13 
128 East Madison Avenue 
Clifton Heights, Pa. 
Jerr Grar, 17 
1212 West Orchard St. 
Milwaukee 4, Wisc. 
Marie Heinzman, 12 
Box 43 
Whonnock, B.C. 
Canada 
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sf 
Marcetra Lee 
844A Dundas St. West 
Toronto 3, Ontario, Canada 
GuNILLA BLom, 18 
Myrtorpsvagen 18 + ” 
Karlskoga, Sweden 
Myriam R. Rivera, 19 
Box 35 
Rio Grande, Puerto Rico 
Erik JepPesen, 19 
Ottosgade 25 
Kolding, Denmark me » 


JENNY Jones, 16 
12 Darvesh Building 
Near Sandhurst Road Station 
Bombay 9, India 

HANNELE ArROLA, 16 

Pohjoiskaari 6 A 23 

Lauttasaari, Helsinki, Finland ~ 
JEANNETTE THOMmpsoN, 15 
Route #2 
Nezperce, Idaho 

Connie Matueson, 16 

Box 855 


Westview, British Columbia, Canada 





STAMP COLLECTORS 


Goria Santos, 15 
130 C. Arillana St. 
Malabon, Rizal, Philippines 
Perer Henpriks, 14 
21 Antrim Rd. 
Kingston 3, Jamaica, West Indies 
J. A. Liem Sien Yam, 20 
Karangwulan-Barat 5 
Semarang, Central Java. Indonesia 
DIANNE M. Smitn, 18 
c/o General Office 
Emperor Gold Mining Co. Ltd. 
Vatukoula, Fiji Islands 


JoserpH Fenecn, 18 
296 30th St. #11 
San Francisco 14, Calif. 
Stan HoJenski, 14 
1531 Bryan Avenue, S.W. — 
Canton 6, Ohio 
Linpa VANDELINDER, 12 W 
15334 Sunset 
Livonia, Mich. 
Hank BrinKMAN, 15 ol 
Box 134 
Quesnel, British Columbia, Canada - 


LYNN KURSHMEYER 

240 Hazelwood Mage 

Buffalo, N. Y. ni 
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ere are two ways to have the pr 
less custom look of a matched ensemb1®! 

You can spend a lot...or you can sew. 
It's as much fun to make the perfe 
; matching hat as to wearig 
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Stn #4072. If you sta 
ewing right after breakfast, 
myou Can wear this coat to lunch. 
Of 100% wool, fora 
ost of $24.74. 





Press, included in same 
pattern, can be made in one 
leisurely afternoon. In wool 
worsted knit for $18.32, 
bacluding zipper and bel 





Now you can afford to 
indulge your taste for the 
most extravagant shoes! 


WHEN YOU SEW WITH SIMPLICITY, FABRIC .TURNS INTO FASHION-—RIGHT IN YOUR HANDS 





’ Simplicity Patterns 


Dear SIMPLICITY: Please send me 1 full year’s subscription to your new SIMPLICITY 
MAGAZINE (3 issues, reg. 50c each) for only $1.00, starting with the new FALL issue. 






colorful pictures like 
this, showi 


look this fall, in 
the new Simplicity 
Magazine. Hurry to your 
newsstand or pattern 
counter now while the 











ee 


supply is good. Oravoid Name 
disappointment... send Rilitines 
this coupon for a 
year's subscription, City Zone State 


— 





delivered to your home. 








ilmeola=telaat-voml diove Riatigsl wie 
in my eandenform bra 


COUNTERPOINT™..new Maidenform bra made with super-strong Spandex—new, non-rubber elastic that 
weighs almost nothing at all yet lasts (and controls you) far longer than ordinary elastic. Exclusive ‘butterfly 


insert adjusts size and fit of each cup as it uplifts and separates! Cotton or Spandex back. White. From 2.00. 
All Cotton Broadcloth, Acetate, Cotton, Vyrene (Spandex) Elastic. 


*REG. U.S. PAT. OFF., ©1961 BY MAIDENFORM, INC.—- MAKER OF BRAS, GIRDLES AND SWIMSUITS 
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by JANET GRAVES 
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BY LOVE POSSESSED 
U.A., De Luxe Color (Adult) 
Producer, Walter Mirisch; Director, John Sturges 


WHO’s IN 1T? Lana Turner, Efrem Zimba- 
list Jr., George Hamilton, Susan Kohner. 
WHAT’s IT ABOUT? A small-town lawyer’s 
too well-ordered life is shattered by illicit 
love, his partner’s embezzlements, his son’s 
arrest on a rape charge. 

WHATS THE VERDICT? Making a movie of 
the complicated best-seller was a tough 
job, but it’s been turned out handsomely 
with glamorous stars like Lana and Efrem 
and good actors like Jason Robards Jr. 
and Thomas Mitchell. And all the charac- 


ters are clearly explained in dialogue. 











COME SEPTEMBER 







U-I; CinemaScope, Technicolor (Adult) 
Producer, Robert Arthur; Director, Robert Mulligan 


WHO's IN IT? Rock Hudson, Sandra Dee, 





Gina Lollobrigida, Bobby Darin. 
WHAT'S IT ABOUT? Romantic romps around 


an Italian villa with an American tycoon, 
an Italian beauty and a crowd of teenage 
tourists from the U.S. Too much traffic! 
WHAT’S THE VERDICT? Delicious, delightful 
comedy in luxurious Riviera settings. Just 
watch Rock (back in his “Pillow Talk” 
mood) as a wolf who suddenly finds him- 
self turning chaperone for Sandra and 
Bobby! It’s a sly two-generation double 
play, lightly sexy but really quite proper. 








LOVE IN A GOLDFISH BOWL 


Paramount; Panavision, Technicolor (Family) 
Producers, Martin Jurow and Richard Shepherd; 
Director, Jack Sher 


WHO’s IN IT? Tommy Sands, Fabian, Toby 
Michaels, Jan Sterling, Edward Andrews. 
WHAT'S IT ABOUT? Boy-girl escapade! A 
flight from a swank boarding school to a 
hideaway vacation in a beach cottage. 
WHAT'S THE VERDICT? Breezy atmosphere, 
slaphappy slapstick and bright songs pro- 
vide fun, with a pert new heroine and two 
dreamy guys. A few tips, though .. . 
Tommy, cut off that blond hair. Fabe, cut 
out the emoting. Young fans, don’t let the 
incredible plot give you ideas! 











OO Oe 


FANNY 


Warners, Technicolor (Adult) 
Producer- Director, Joshua Logan 


WHO's IN IT? Leslie Caron, Maurice Che- 
valier, Charles Boyer, Horst Buchholz. 
WHAT'S IT ABOUT? Two young lovers of the 
Marseilles waterfront—and the old man 
who gives their baby his name. 

WHAT'S THE VERDICT? Richly satisfying en- 
tertainment, as earthy as _ the genuine 
locales. Leslie and Horst are as wistful 
and passionate as you could ask, but they 
can’t take the spotlight from Chevalier and 
Boyer—charm boys once, top character 
men now. (No songs; the music from the 
Broadway show becomes a graceful score.) 














TWO RODE TOGETHER 


Columbia, Eastman Color (Family) 
Producer, Stan Shpetner; Director, John Ford 


WHO's IN IT? James Stewart, Richard Wid- 


mark, Shirley Jones, Linda Cristal. 
WHAT'S IT ABOUT? A money-minded marsh- 


al and an honest cavalryman team up to 
try rescuing whites long held by Indians. 
WHAT’S THE VERDICT? At times, this is as 


solid a western as you’d expect from its 
director and male stars, and the photog- 
raphy is splendid. Other times, the picture 
rambles, getting too talky (though funny), 
poking fun at TV westerns one minute and 
going deadly serious the next. Two rode 
in too many directions! 
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THE BIG GAMBLE 


20th; CinemaScope, De Luxe Color (Family) 
Producer, Darryl F. Zanuck; Director, Richard 
Fleischer 


WHO’s IN IT? Stephen Boyd, Juliette Greco, 
David Wayne, Gregory Ratoff. 

WHAT'S IT ABOUT? Two Irishmen and a 
Frenchwoman on a dangerous junket into 
Africa to set up a trucking business. 
WHATS THE VERDICT? Here’s a genuine 
“sleeper,” an unpretentious but steadily 
exciting adventure yarn, with people you 
can believe in and like—especially David, 
as a clerkish little guy who’s pretty tough 
after all. Exotic scenery, too 








THIEF OF BAGDAD 


M-G-M; CinemaScope, Eastman Color (Family) 
Producer, Bruno Bailati; Director, Arthur Lubin 


WHO's IN IT? Steve Reeves, Georgia Moll, 
George Chamarat, Arturo Dominici. 
WHAT’s IT ABOUT? A Robin Hood of an- 
cient Persia, defying black magic and 
using white magic to save his beloved 
princess. 

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? Muscle-man Reeves 
may be no Doug Fairbanks (silent movies’ 
original Thief), but he’s a jovial hero in a 
lively, light-hearted fairytale. Some of the 
camera tricks are good and creepy, but 
there’s no gore or gruesomeness; even the 
bad guys are spared. Take the small fry. 











ADA 


M-G-M; CinemaScope, Metrocolor (Adult) 
Producer, Lawrence Weingarten; Director, 
Mann 


Daniel 
WHO's IN IT? Susan Hayward, Dean Mar- 
tin, Wilfrid Hyde White, Ralph Meeker. 
WHAT'S IT ABOUT? A politician’s career is 
helped by his wife’s shrewdness and cour- 
age—and hurt by her sordid past. 
WHAT'S THE VERDICT? If you’ve been long- 
ing for a juicy old-fashioned “woman’s 
picture,” here it is. Susan can tell ’em 
off in great style, and Dean’s agreeable as 
the mere male in the case. Details of po- 
litical shenanigans are realistic, but the 
story as a whole... ? Doubtful. 











GOODBYE AGAIN 
U.A. (Adult) 
Producer-Director, Anatole Litvak 


WHO's IN 1T? Ingrid Bergman, Anthony 
Perkins, Yves Montand, Jessie Royce Lan- 
dis. 

WHAT'S IT ABOUT? Love affair between a 
young American law student and a mature 
Parisienne whose older lover is faithless. 
WHAT'S THE VERDICT? High-class talent is 
generally wasted on this dreary talk-fest. 
Ingrid’s distraught; Tony’s distracted; 
Yves seems to wonder what all the fuss is 
about. As for us, we think this sort of thing 
is best left to French movie-makers. But at 
least it has lots of heavy romancing and 
lush Dior clothes. 














THE LADIES’ MAN 


Paramount, Technicolor (Family) 
Producer-Director, Jerry Lewis 


WHO's IN IT? Jerry Lewis, Pat Stanley, 
Helen Traubel, Buddy Lester. 

WHAT'S IT ABouT? A girl-shy boy goes to 
work as handyman in a Hollywood resi- 
dence club for girls (all knockouts). 
WHAT'S THE VERDICT? It'll take a stubborn- 
ly loyal Lewis fan to follow Jerry on this 
wild trip. It even swerves into fantasy. 
Mostly, it’s hard to tell what he’s trying to 
do—too many jobs, we'd guess. Pat’s a 
sweet waif-type new girl, though stuck 
with the typical Lewis sob-stuff. But 
Buddy’s clowning clicks. 











VOYAGE TO THE BOTTOM 
OF THE SEA 


20th; CinemaScope, De Luxe Color (Family) 
Producer-Director, Irwin Allen 


WHO's IN IT? Walter Pidgeon, Frankie 


Avalon, Joan Fontaine, Barbara Eden. 
WHAT'S IT ABOUT? Desperate mission for 


a nuclear sub: to fight a freak of nature 
that threatens to burn up the earth. 
WHAT'S THE VERDICT? Science-fiction that’s 


madly fictitious, all right—though your 
kid brother may sneer at its “scientific” 
angles. Oh well, park your brains at home 
and you may enjoy it. Frankie has little 
to do; Peter Lorre has a few wry lines to 
supply much-needed humor. 
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Complete treatment 
for problem skin... 


SPECIAL ()() $2.75 WHEN PURCHASED 
COUPON OFFER! IN STORES « SAVE $1.75! 
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Here’s a Bic (11% inches tall) combination 
package containing three of Bonne Bell’s most 
popular medicated cosmetics: TEN*O*S1x Lotion, 
Mep!I-MASsQuE and MEDICATED MAKE-UP. 

Specially formulated for you to use in a 
program of proven healing aid and effective 
blemish control for problems associated 
with younger skin. 

These are not tiny samples, but generous 
long-lasting sizes. 


TEN*O*SIX LOTION 
Ten*O*Six Lotion cleanses immaculately, 
deeply... helps clear skin blemishes 
with healing medication, soothes with 
emollients. The Ten*O*Six formula 
duplicates nature’s normal skin balance 
—to reduce oiliness or relieve dryness. 
For more than 25 years, TeneO*Six 
has enjoyed the loyalty of thousands. 
Two ounces. 


EXTRA! Attractive gold packet con- 
taining a supply of Coets® is included! 


MEDI-MASQUE 

The facial masque that’s 
medicated to protect your skin; 
after it helps remove impurities. ¢ j 





After 10 relaxing minutes with : - @ 7S Guaranteed by = 
Mepi-Masque you emerge 3 oe i Good Housekeeping 


brightly refreshed, positively _ eras sovtensce 0888 
pampered, therapeutically 
protected. One-ounce tube. 






COMPLEXION CARE KIT 
Bonne Bell, Inc. 
Cleveland 7, Ohio 


MEDICATED MAKE-UP 
Conceals while it helps heal! 
You'll look lovelier, 
instantly, while you clear 
your skin of embarrassing 
blemishes! Creamy-rich 
Mepicated Make-Up easily 
blends and conceals. 
Mepicateo Make-Up won't 
clog or cake up, but it will 
last and last. One-half ounce. 

















Enclosed is $1.00 for my Complexion Care Kit. 
(This offer expires January 1, 1962. Available in U.S.A. only.) 
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Rock and Marilyn 
Maxwell have been 
slow in announcing 
plans for marriage, 
but maybe Troy’s 
plans will hurry them. 





Sean Flynn, here with Patrice Wymore, says he introduced Beverly 
Aadland to his father. Beverly recently married an LA draftsman. 
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A reliable source gave PHOTOPLAY an 
exclusive scoop: Twentieth Century-Fox 
is refusing to advance Liz Taylor any 
more money until her role in "Cleo- 
patra” has Sans recorded on film. The 
studio had signed her for one million 
dollars and given her a substantial ad- 
vance, but that was prior to all the 
delays in getting the epic under way. 
So now they're taking no chances, and 
they've informed her agents: "No work, 
no pay." And Liz undoubtedly could use 
some of the money now. The Eddie 
Fishers’ bank account has been hit hard 
in the wake of her costly illness and all 
those daily expenses that produce bills, 
bills, bills. The way we hear it, the rea- 
son Eddie and Liz didn't buy a home in 
Hollywood last spring—they couldn't. 
Eddie never raised the down payment 
on the $400,000 estate Liz had her heart 
set on. Even the $25,000 per week Eddie 
collected for singing at a Las Vegas en- 
gagement wasn't enough to swing the 
deal—not with daily expenses like $450 
a day for their stay at Vegas. 


There's a real storm (hurricane size} 
brewing between Ty Hardin and his ex, 
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Andra Martin. Ty is threatening to 
haul Andra into court in an attempt to 
take the custody of their twins away 
from her—unless, that is, she lets him 
visit the children more often. The actor 
claims he could really make things blis- 
tering for Andra in a court of law. Only 
a few months ago, Ty carried the big- 
gest torch in town for his lost love, and 
now he wants nothing to do with her, 
except, of course, to see their children 
are properly reared. So he says. 


Didn't Brad Dillman blow his top 
when his wife got the notion she wanted 
to become an actress? Apparently he 
couldn't talk her out of it, and he ended 
up packing his bags and moving out of 
the house—leaving her with her decision 
and their two young children. It must 
have torn his heart out to leave home. 
Brad was always very close to his wife 
and family. At the mere mention of chil- 
dren, he would pull out his billfold and 
show off snapshots of his kids. 


| took a quick trip to San Francisco 
to check out a rumor that the Kingston 
Trio split because their wives are at 
odds. The wives, pHoToPLAY discovered, 
have never been close, yet they have 
never feuded—mainly, | suppose, be- 
cause they hardly know each other. 
What really happened amazed even the 
spouses. The boys themselves got into a 
policy dispute. Dave Guard (the trio's 
leader) decided to “educate” the 
others. Apparently he was tired of sing- 
ing folk songs and wanted to do bigger 
things that would require reading music 
—for a change. But the other two would 
have none of it. So Mr. Guard is pulling 
out bodily and trying to take the trio's 
name (that has grossed millions) with 
him. Don't be surprised if, in 1962, there 
(Please turn the page) 





Carol Christensen and Mark God- 
dard are such startling look-alikes. 
A good beginning for steady-dating. 









































Liz Taylor, disguised as a 
waitress, heckled Eddie all 
during his last Vegas show. 


And she had him fooled, too! 


















The Paul Newmans, awaiting 
the stork, trip the light fan- 
tastic—and on ice skates! 
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Andy Williams chats with Dick Clark and Connie Francis 


—and what they're saying might answer recent rumors. 
















































All Lauren Bacall and Jason 
Robards Jr. wanted to do 
was get married—and, after 
quite a struggle, they did. 


How do you fight rumors of 
a breakup? Dinah Shore and 
George Montgomery took a 
cozy vacation in New York. 

















The latest word is Frankie 
Avalon and Leticia Roman. 
Who knows what'll happen, 
but they do make a cute pair. 
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are two Kingston Trios, as Guard's indi- 
cated he plans to find some other boys. 


Richard Beymer could be flirting 
with trouble—his latest heart throb is a 
certain French actress deeply entangled 
in divorce proceedings with her hubby. 


The inside details of Cheryl Crane's 
latest tussle with the law is more tragic 
than shocking. The troubled teenager 
was arrested again—this time in the 
apartment of her grandmother. Cheryl 
and the two girls with her had been 
drinking. | understand Lana Turner 
had to be put under a physician's care 
when informed of her Sathie’s latest 
escapade. But now that Cheryl has de- 
cided to seek psychiatric help, things 
may be looking better—for everyone. 


Certainly the elopement of Molly 
Bee and John Kipp will go down as the 
most unexpected marriage of the year. 
Only last winter Molly was engaged to 
marry Sandy Kevin (he's Peter Brown's 
stand-in). Then she fell for a teenage 
rock 'n' roll idol in Australia, and on 
June IIth she called her mother from 
Las Vegas to announce that she was 
marrying Kipp, a television cameraman. 

Kipp is in his mid-thirties (Molly is 
22). He first saw his future wife ten 
years ago when he focused his television 
camera on a shy, pigtailed little girl 
singing on Cliffie Stone's “Hometown 
Jamboree." It wasn't until four years ago, 
however, when he noted Molly Bee had 
grown up, that he asked her for a date. 


Didn't Eddie Fisher want to keep 
Todd and Carrie for a month each this 
summer so they could get acquainted 
with their stepmother? And didn't 
Debbie Reynolds refuse his request? 


lf Marilyn Monroe thought Yves 
Montand was avoiding her while he 
was in town working on "My Geisha," 
she had good reason. He not only re- 
fused to see Marilyn, but made sure 
there wouldn't be any accidental meet- 
ings, either. He checked into the Bel-Air 
Hotel, knowing Marilyn had a suite at 
the Beverly Hills Hotel. 

You have to hand it to the Mike 
Landons. When a doctor informed 
Dodie Landon she couldn't have any 
more children (she has a thirteen-year- 

















old son by a previous marriage), the 
two decided to adopt not one, but three 
children within three years. A year ago 
Josh became their son, last May a new 
baby, Jason, joined the household, and 
next spring they'll adopt the third. 


Could it be that a certain actress is 
fully aware of the fact that her million- 
aire husband is seeing other women and 
is just waiting for the day she can make 
him pay for it—via a big settlement? 


Doesn't Lance Reventlow want Jill 
St. John to get off the acting kick? 


Debbie Reynolds isn't denying those 
pregnant rumors so vehemently now. 
She even has her close friends guessing 
if she and Harry Karl are expecting. 
Are you, Debbie? | wonder if that has 
anything to do with the fact that she's 
decided to make only one film a year 
now. She had been doing four or five. 
Or is it Karl's millions? 


Once very good friends, Tony Curtis 
and Gina Lollobrigida are really at 
odds these days. Tony didn't report on 
the set for the first day of “Lady L" in 
June, and Gina was furious. She stood 
around for hours awaiting his arrival. 
The reason Tony didn't show: The final 
rewrite of the script reduced Tony's 
role almost to that of an errand boy. 


Strange are the ways of love. Ask 
Cary Grant. He and Betsy Drake 
aren't even officially reconciled, but 
they appear happier together now than 
when they were Mr. and Mrs. And their 
favorite haunt is London where they 
plan to spend Christmas together. 


Hollywood has its fingers crossed for 
Sharon Hugueny. There's already a 
rumor circulating that the seventeen- 
year-old actress and Bob Evans are hav- 
ing qualms regarding their marriage. 


The columnists had a field day when 
up popped Marilyn Monroe as Frank 
Sinatra's date—twice, once unoffi- 
cially at Tony and Janet Curtis’ tenth 
anniversary party and once officially at 
the Sands hotel in Las Vegas. Frank 
even tossed a private party for Marilyn 
following the last show, during which she 
sat at his table and appeared awe- 
struck. Everyone was so ~ trying to 
make a serious romantic item out of the 
episodes that the other scoop behind 
their meetings was overlooked. Frank, 
who always has a keen eye open for busi- 
ness, arranged the dates to offer Mari- 
lyn a fantastic deal to co-star with him 
in a film for his own company. 


Natalie Wood and Bob Wagner 
sounded off at each other in front of a 
crowd of celebrities one night—their 
first public battle. And a few days later, 
they announced a "trial separation." 








Rosanno Brazzi gallantly shares 
one string of spaghetti with his 
wife. We heard she lost a lot of 
weight—and this looks like an 
easy way to stay on that diet! 


Cheryl Crane was dating Max 
Baer Jr. before she “went away 
to think things over.” Maybe he 
can help where Lana has failed. 
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June Allyson, here with her children, 
struggled bravely to regain her voice. 


Pat Boone was just a little startled 
when Shirley and his friends sur- 
prised him with a big birthday cake! 














what Jack Kennedy - 





is hiding from Jackie 


Life-threatening illnesses have a way 
of forging new dimensions in a per- 
son’s character. 

Our thirty-fourth President, John 
Fitzgerald Kennedy, knows this full 
well, for he is a man who has looked 
into the face of Death. Indeed, few 
Presidents in our nation’s history have 
ever entered the White House by the 
same torturous route that he has fol- 


lowed, a route paved with pain and 


discomfort and, at times, deep and 


crippling agony. 

Since childhood, Jack Kennedy has 
had to fight some of Death’s most 
powerful allies—such as scarlet fever, 
acute appendicitis, yellow jaundice, 
malaria, kidney trouble, adrenal insuf- 
ficiency and a ruptured disc in the 
lower lumbar area. Through all these 
ordeals, which might have driven other 
courageous men to sedentary and 
pampered lives, Jack has withstood the 
punishing assault with silence—heroic 
silence that goes beyond the call of 
bravery. 

Sometimes the silence is so deafen- 
ing that even his own wife, the beauti- 
ful Jacqueline Bouvier Kennedy, is left 
to grope in the dark, unaware of what 
is troubling her husband. 

A classic illustration of this was 
seen only a few weeks ago when the 
President went to Europe for talks with 
Prime Minister Macmillan in London 


and President (Please turn the page) 


On their European trip, Jack 
hid his pain from Jackie. At 
his encouragement, she visited 
Greece, and it wasn’t till he 
welcomed her home at the air- 
port that she knew the truth. 
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what Jack Kennedy 
is hiding from Jackie 


de Gaulle in Paris and Premier Khru- 
shchev in Vienna. 

After the round of conferences, the 
President returned to Washington while 
Mrs. Kennedy, who had accompanied her 
husband on his triumphant visits to the 
European capitals, went on by herself to 
a ten-day vacation in Greece—a vacation 
he encouraged her to take. Jackie agreed 
to the vacation for one reason, and one 
reason only: She did not know her hus- 
band was suffering a sharp and continu- 
ous pain in his lower back. 


The fateful day 


The back pain was not a recent occur- 
rence, but one that came unexpectedly 
at the outset of the 24-day trip abroad. 
It happened May 16th, while the Presi- 


| dent was turning seven spadesful of earth 


for the planting of a red oak at the Gov- 
ernment House in Ottawa, Canada. 

In his usual, typically vigorous way, 
the President gripped a silver shovel and 
dug jnto the turf with a remarkable show 


| of energy. But he did not stop, as most 
| dignitaries would have done, after turn- 


ing up the first or second spadeful of 
dirt. Instead, Jack Kennedy plowed up the 
soil, three, four, five—seven times all told. 

“He looked,” said an admirer who had 
watched the episode, “as if he wanted 
to complete the whole tree-planting cere- 
mony by himself.” 

While shoveling, the President felt a 
stab of pain. Instantaneously it tele- 
graphed to him the unmistakable warn- 
ing that he was in physical trouble— 
again. 

It was his back—that same back which 
had brought him to the very brink of 
death in 1954 during unsuccessful sur- 
gery, when a lumbar spine fusion was at- 
tempted. This involved inserting a small 
metal plate in the spine to correct a 
ruptured disc condition, but it didn’t take, 
and the President, who was then Senator 


| from Massachusetts, contracted an infec- 


tion—staphylococcus. 

During that dark hour, waiting at his 
side as he fought to survive, was his wife, 
Jackie. She had been told by the doctors 
that the medical odds were so steeply 
stacked against her husband that he might 
not live until morning. 

The last rites of the Roman Catholic 
Church were administered. 

By some miracle, Jack held on to the 
flickering spark of life more tenaciously 
than he had ever held on to anything 
before—and he survived. 

In the light of this background, one 
may well ask why the President should 


have gone to the extreme of shoveling 
| seven scoops of soil from the ground when 
_the usual one or two would have done? 


continued 


Was it an accidental burst of enthusi- 
asm, or was it some other driving force 
which prompted him to exceed the nor- 
mal calling of diplomatic protocol? 

Psychologists might see in this particu- 
lar vignette, and also in the President’s 
continued participation in the family’s 
bone-jarring touch football games, a clear- 
cut indication that Mr. Kennedy is trying 
to “hide” his health hardships behind a 
“facade” of vigorous and unrestrained ac- 
tivity. Such a judgment would not be true. 

An intimate friend of the President puts 
it this way: “Jack has never hidden his 
medical history from anyone, least of all 
himself. What he is hiding—perhaps the 
word is transcending—is his full knowl- 
edge of pain, and what it can be and 
what it can do. He hides it from his wife; 
he hides it from himself. He hides it in 
the sense that he rises above it. He hides 
it in the sense that pain tempers his will, 
makes him stronger in his determination 
to live the full life, gives him the empathy 
to cope with suffering in others. 

“It is true that the President’s back 
troubles, which date back to a college 
football injury in °37, have been recur- 
rent. They have plagued him with vari- 
ous degrees of disability periodically since 
those days. But as a man of determina- 
tion and ambition, Jack has always been 
willing to expend all the energy neces- 
sary for personal and political accom- 
plishment. 

“From what I know of Jack, it is evi- 
dent to me that he is the kind of person, 
President or no, who would never burden 
anyone—not his wife, not his family, not 
his closest friends—with a thing like pain. 
It is all part of the pattern of his bound- 
less strength as a man, of his belief, along 
with Hemingway, that courage is grace 
under pressure.” 


A bedrock of courage 


Jack Kennedy did not just happen to 
come by this bedrock of courage; it was 
hammered into him at an early age by 
his father, Joseph P. Kennedy, the multi- 
millionaire former U. S. Ambassador to 
Great Britain. The elder Mr. Kennedy had 
been a first baseman at Harvard and a 
good all-around athlete. While his chil- 
dren were growing up, Mr. Kennedy 
taught them—all nine youngsters—to play 
tennis and interested them in such other 
sports as swimming, sailing and touch 
football. 

He instilled in his children a fierce 
competitive spirit, taught them to excel 
in any undertaking, and offered them in- 
centives to reach their goals. 

The competitive spirit came easily to 
Jack, who built up an intense rivalry with 
his eldest brother, Joe Jr. At times the 





trig 
fist 
the 
as 

goc 
sta) 
at 

nec 
trie 


Cor 
of » 
bas 
atte 
his 
fore 
the 
in 

givi 
hea 
pro 
won 
and 


He 
B 


vars 
and 
goon 
whi 
be 
mon 
a ru 
of h 
¥ 
driv 
unde 
his 
rest 
the 
the 
that 
ing 
Tl 
Joe 
in t 
aboa 
onst! 
than 
dest 
his 
Islan 
aboa 
Su 
at h 
the | 
then 
injur 
wrec. 
turne 
and 
On 
afloa 
Jack 
ing 
for { 
Lt. 
count 
back 
tinue 
tacks 
cured 
Bu 
Th 
his b 
ently 
devel 
whick 
later. 





trials between Jack and Joe erupted into 
fisticuffs or wrestling bouts, and while 
the future President was not as husky 
as his bigger brother, he always gave a 
good account of himself. Joe went on to 
star as a swimmer and football player 
at Choate School in Wallingford, Con- 
necticut, and then at Harvard, and Jack 
tried gallantly to emulate him. 

At the Canterbury School in Milford, 
Connecticut, Jack was on the threshhold 
of making his own mark in football and 
baseball when he came down with an 
attack of acute appendicitis. This was 
his first major encounter with pain. Be- 
fore he entered Harvard, he twice suffered 
the ravages of a jaundice attack, but once 
in college he put behind him all mis- 
givings he might have had about his 
health and plunged headlong into a full 
program of freshman sports. His efforts 
won him’ numerals in football, swimming 
and golf. 


He tried too hard 


But Jack Kennedy aspired to be a 
varsity gridder like his older brother, 
and in his fervor and firmness to make 
good, he played with a reckless abandon 
which led one day to the injury that would 
be the scourge of his existence in the 
months and years to come. He suffered 
a ruptured disc in the lower lumbar area 
of his back. 

Yet, with the incredible energy and 
drive that made teammates and fellow 
undergraduates marvel, Mr. Kennedy let 
his back injury serve merely as a brief 
rest stop on his resolute journey towards 
the goals he set for himself. He took 
the injury and the pain and discomfort 
that went with it uncomplainingly, bear- 
ing it all in silence. 

Then came World War II. His brother 
Joe was killed in action. Jack enlisted 
in the Navy and served as a lieutenant 
aboard a torpedo boat. Never did he dem- 
onstrate his courage more magnificently 
than that day in 1943 when a Japanese 
destroyer, the Amagri, rammed and split 
his PT boat in half near the Solomon 
Islands, killing two of the thirteen men 
aboard. 

Summoning all the stamina and will 
at his command, Lt. Kennedy clung to 
the half of the boat that remained afloat, 
then swam out and towed two severely 
injured crewmen back to the floating 
wreckage. Then, when the battered hulk 
turned over finally and sank, Lt. Kennedy 
and his men swam to shore. 

One severely burned crewman, although 
afloat in his life jacket, could not swim. 
Jack took it upon himself to tow the dy- 
ing sailor to shore—a feat that lasted 
for five incredible and agonizing hours. 

Lt. Kennedy was a hero, but the en- 
counter took its toll. He reinjured his 
back; he contracted malaria (which con- 
tinued to plague him with recurrent at- 
tacks for seven years before he was finally 
cured). 

But this was not the end. 

The terrible demands he had made on 
his body during the Pacific rescue appar- 
ently were a contributing factor in the 
development of an adrenal insufficiency, 
— was not diagnosed until some years 
ater. 


In 1944, after months of suffering from 
his new back injury, which was further 
complicated by sciatica, young Kennedy 
underwent a lumbar disc operation in the 
Naval Hospital at Chelsea, Massachusetts. 
The surgery was imperative, for with 
his sciatic nerve—the largest in the body 
—affected, the pain once confined to his 
back was now extending down his legs, 
throwing the muscles into spasm. 

Although some relief came from this 
operation, Jack continued to feel pain, 
an intermittent, annoying discomfort, com- 
plicated by the fact that one of his legs 
is shorter than the other. This condition 
caused continued uneven strain on the 
spinal muscles, causing a “see-saw” back. 
It virtually nullified whatever relief might 
have come as a result of the surgery. 

By 1954, Jack Kennedy was so severely 
hobbled by pains in his back that he 
was forced to walk on crutches. His weight 
slipped to a dangerous 140 pounds, and 
his resistance dropped to an alarming 
low point. The strain and exertion of three 
successful Congressional campaigns and a 
fourth which won him his seat in the 
U.S. Senate were too much. A crisis had 
come. 

Doctors agreed an operation on his back 
was imperative. But his weakened con- 
dition made surgery a calculated risk. The 
physicians were spared from making a 
decision themselves. Jack made it for 
them. He wanted them to operate. 

Accompanied by his bride of a year, 
Mr. Kennedy, walking with the aid of 
crutches, entered New York City’s Hos- 
pital for Special Surgery in October 
of 1954. The operation—the lumbar spine 
fusion mentioned earlier—was performed, 
was unsuccessful, was followed by the 
staph infection, and his near-death. 

With his will to live, Mr. Kennedy ral- 
lied from the brink of death and was 
discharged from the hospital in December, 
even though the incision had not healed. 

He left the hospital in a_ stretcher 
bound for Florida. When he failed to 
show improvement, he was brought back 
to New York the following February for 
surgery again. This time the operation 
was a success. The incision healed rapidly 
and in a short time he was able to walk 
out of the hospital. But he continued to 
suffer pain and still had to rely on crutches. 


At last—relief 


The following April, his surgeon re- 
ferred him to a physician who employed 
a novocaine injection treatment developed 


by René Leriche, the French neurosur-. 


geon. The drug deadened the pain, and it 
worked so effectively that he has con- 
tinued to receive the injections inter- 
mittently since then. 

Some additional relief for his back was 
provided by inserting a quarter-inch lift 
in the heel of his left shoe, to correct 
the short-leg condition that was placing 
considerable and continual strain on his 
back muscles. A small brace, similar to 
a corset, was also prescribed, and this 
gave him further relief. 

Mr. Kennedy now was able to go on with 
his political career in high gear, barrel 
through the 1960 Presidential election 
campaign in better physical form than 
probably most of (Continued on page 72) 
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SIDNEY SKOLSKY 





























On her way to fame, Shelley 
Winters never minded saying 
what was on her mind. Later, 
life made her more cautious. 


Tuesday Weld started as the columnist’s 
delight, saying and doing kookie things 
that made Hollywood sit up and notice her. 





FROM A STOOL AT SCHWAB’S: | sit here, 
and I look at actors and actresses—who else?—and 
can’t help thinking about them. What I’m thinking 
today is what a peculiar blind spot most of them 
have when it comes to the one thing they all need: 
publicity. They can have 20/20 vision in those beau- 
tiful eyes, and still not see the difference between 


— 


publicity and “invasion of privacy.” 

Take Marlon Brando. My relationship with Marlon 
has always been informative and pleasant. But when 
Marlon gets the idea his privacy is being invaded, 
first thing he says is, “Sidney, I'll talk about any- 
thing but my private life.” And at once I know what 
it means: He has seen the newspapers, too. There 
are stories about him all over the front page. And 
this is what he won’t talk about—what everybody’s 
talking about. 

Most of the time what comes out about Marlon is 
not favorable to him. Because instead of trying to 
present his side, he tries to soft-pedal the news. So 
when hot stories spilled out of his turbulent marriage 
to Anna Kashfi, it was Anna who spilled. 

The stories might have been fairer to Marlon if 
he’d called a press conference and frankly said his 
piece. But he wouldn’t. Because at times like this 
Marlon actually believes a movie star has suddenly 
reverted to a private citizen. He sees himself as a 
man who has not made his fame and fortune in the 
strong glare of the spotlight. He claims his right to 
privacy “like anybody else.” 

But he’s Marlon Brando the actor, not “anybody 


else.” Loretta Young is Loretta Young the actress. 
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(One of the few who ever got away with being “any- 
body else” is Garbo, but you have to wear a hat like 
hers for a disguise.) 

This is what it is to be a performer, a public image. 
A few years ago Municipal Judge Leo Freund of 
Los Angeles imposed a heavy fine for drunkenness 
on a prominent movie actor. He said, “When you are 
a great actor, you belong to the people. Anything you 
do or say becomes important to the people.” 

But the judge didn’t know many actors. Take the 
newlyweds, Sandra Dee and Bobby Darin. I would 
be the last to deny that they are good at their jobs 
and deserve the enthusiasm that movie-goers have 
for them. But they should be the last to deny what 
publicity did for them. They are at the top, and all 
publicity did for them was to help them get there. 

It seems like yesterday—in fact it was yesterday— 
that Tuesday Weld was being quoted all over the map 
for her way-out reactions to questions. Tuesday was 
campaigning for recognition with no personal press 
agent and no studio publicity department writing for 
her. She did it with her own little hatchet—a sharp 
wit for one so young. And an eye and ear for the 
shocker. If going to a TV interview barefoot would 
make people write about her—she went barefoot. 

Tuesday was a lot like Shelley Winters in the days 
when Shelley was fighting her way up and admitted. 
“I get carried away by the sound of my own mouth.” 
... So who'd believe there would ever be a day when 
Miss Weld would inform her studio that from here 
on in, she wanted to be asked only certain type ques- 
tions in interviews? And show up in shoes, at that! 


Ingrid Bergman kept no dark 
secrets from the world, and 
in the end, the world took 
her back into their hearts. 


Most of the time Tony Curtis 
is the outgoing funster type. 


Marlon Brando seems to think that if 
you don't talk of trouble wll go away. 









Fame does many things to many people. It made 
Bing Crosby quiet and reserved. It brought Doris 
Day out of her shell. It made Tony Curtis tell how 
his visits to an analyst improved his acting. 

When Liz received her Oscar this year it meant 
that Hollywood and the world had forgiven her. 
Same thing when Ingrid Bergman was awarded her 
Oscar for “Anastasia.” It appears that the Academy 
Awards provide this unwritten function of forgive- 
ness. And it is done in public, on TV, with fifty 
million people watching. But on this night, no per- 
former wants privacy. They don’t even dress for it. 

One of the best interpretations of “right to privacy” 
was expounded by Thomas C. Ackerman Jr., San 
Diego attorney. He wrote: “In its broadest sense, 
privacy is a right to be left alone. It is the right of 
every man to live his life as he pleases, in seclusion 
if he so desires, free from unsolicited publicity, sub- 
ject, however, to the rights of others. 

“But,” he added, “it is not a right measured by 
the standards of the supersensitive, but by the ordi- 
nary citizens, and there can be complications. 

“For instance, a person who has once been a public 
figure can never completely withdraw from the public 
gaze. Years after he has faded from the scene, the 
public is still entitled to hear again about his past 
exploits and, within the limits of common decency, 
to find out what has become of him.” 

This is where the trouble starts and ends: to es- 
tablish the limits of common decency. To me it’s a 
matter of taste. A writer has to have good taste. 

But so does the actor. 


Bing Crosby has lots 
of personal life, but 
he keeps himself to 
himself quite a_ bit. 
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COULD HAPPEN 


T0 US... 


Natalie Wood and Bob Wagner have tasted the bitterest drink of all 


—marriage-on-the-rocks. Here is the tragic story of their hangover 


peceert Wagner looked haggard and beat. And 
he was. He had just lost a marriage. 

And in a room in another part of town, Natalie 
Wood Wagner stared quietly out of a window at 
a world that was out of focus. She had lost a 
husband. 

A few hours before, Bob had announced that 
he and Natalie had separated. “It is a trial sep- 
aration,” he said. “We have no immediate plans 
for divorce. Nat and I both hope that the problems 
that have estranged us "can be worked out satis- 
factorily.” 

It wasn’t easy for Bob and Nat to tell the world 
that they had just drunk the unhappiest drink of 
all—marriage-on-the-rocks. It wasn’t easy because 
they had no one else to blame; they had run their 
marriage on their own terms. Not too long ago, 
Bob announced that: “No one is going to make a 
circus out of our marriage. We’ve seen too many 
Hollywood marriages go that route.” 

What has happened to a marriage which the 
principals once vowed would never go “that 
route”? 


What Nat and Bob did not anticipate was the 
effect the complicated circumstances of their 
careers would have on their marriage. 

Shortly after their marriage they made many 
public statements that the demands of their careers 
would not separate them. And, at first, they didn’t. 

They said they would not appear in a movie to- 
gether. But they did. (It was “All the Fine Young 
Cannibals” and did very poorly at the box office. ) 

They said they would use Bob’s yacht as a home 
and occupy only a small house in town. They stuck 
to that promise for a while and then changed their 
minds. More about that later. 

All in all the Wagner-Wood doctrine, as stated, 
worked out well. 

But what Bob and Natalie did not foresee was 
the restlessness of their own personalities. For 
some reason, they simply assumed that the adjust- 
ments that plague every new marriage were not 
worth worrying about for them. 

It is here that those close to Bob and Nat feel 
that they may have made the first serious mistake. 

Natalie was twenty, Bob (Please turn the page) 
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“WE NEVER THOUGHT 


IT COULD HAPPEN TO US...” 


was twenty-eight, when they married. They 
had met about a year before the wedding 
and dated with increasing frequency. 

“It was amazing,” says one of Natalie’s 
girl friends. “They both had grown up in 
Hollywood. They knew of each other, had 
met briefly a couple of times, but neither 
affected the other. 


Nat chose Bob 


“Then one day, after meeting and talk- 
ing with Bob at a party, Nat came home 
and told her mother, ‘I’ve decided. Bob is 
the man I want to marry.’ 

“It was amazing because, from the age 
of sixteen, Natalie had dated some of the 
most dangerous men in Hollywood; bach- 
elors proud of their female conquests. 
Sinatra is a good example. 

“And yet Nat chose Bob. Bob had dated 
plenty, but he was not a wolf. He enjoyed 
parties, premieres, the attention of his 
fans, the glamour, the excitement of the 
town he knew so well. He was not a loner. 
He had a large circle of friends. He was 
well-liked by the older set and was steady 
in his ways. He had a good business head 
and, though he was a fine and successful 
actor, he looked forward to the years ahead 
when he would become a producer-direc- 
tor, a field which he thought was more re- 
warding than acting. 

“It was incredible then, that Nat, always 
attracted by the most daring men of Hol- 
lywood, could cast her lot with Bob.” 

Natalie admitted that she had been 
spoiled for most of her life, that she defied 
even trivial attempts which she felt might 
dissipate her independence. An actress 
since she was four, Nat played the actress 
in her personal life to the hilt. 

She could not stand dullness. For nearly 
all her teens, Natalie’s mother, Mrs. Maria 
Gurdin, stepped in to relieve her daughter 
of menial, time-consuming tasks. Simple 
chores—cleaning her room, making the 
bed, going to the store, shopping, except 
for clothes, and making excuses—all this 
was something Natalie thought “Mother 
did better.” 

Even after her marriage, Natalie left the 
hiring of the Wagners’ maid to her mother. 
A few weeks later, Nat fired the woman 
because she was not pleased with her work. 

And Natalie, who cherished her aut- 
spokenness with white hot fervor, began to 
impose much of her personality on Bob. 

Once, after accepting an invitation to a 
large Hollywood party, Natalie got a look 
at the guest list. She decided that she 
would not have a good time in the com- 
pany of those expected to attend. 

“Bob,” she said, “call the hostess and 
tell her we’re not coming.” 

“Why not?” asked her puzzled husband. 


continued 


“T just don’t like one of the girls who I 
know will be there.” Nat answered. 

“Shall I tell her that?” exclaimed Bob. 
who was accustomed to making the best of 
any situation. 

“It’s the truth, isn’t it?” Nat responded 
firmly. 

Bob made the call. 

Such differences, however, were expected 
to happen in the lives of newlyweds. Holly- 
wood shrugged them off and had to admit 
that trivial disagreements were character- 
istic between lovers during the first couple 
of years. 

But during the third year the insiders 
began to notice Bob and Nat with more 
than passing interest. (Contrary to many 
printed reports the Wagners’ separation 
was not a surprise to Hollywood.) 

Early this year, the third year, Nat and 
Bob announced that they were going to 
build a “really beautiful home.” 

“We are going to remodel a house en- 
tirely,” Bob told friends. “When we get 
through we will have what we hope to be 
one of the most beautiful homes in South- 
ern California.” 

The work began. 

It was to be a sensational home, even for 
Hollywood. 

The bedroom, the only room finished, 
was fantastic. The walls are in plush and 
gilt. The furnishings are in ornate and au- 
thentic Louis XIV. Great smoked mirrors 
and drapes of antique velvet in rust and 
bitter green complete the appointments. 

A six-hundred-square-foot dressing room 
that dwarfed the pint-sized Natalie was 
next. Then came a sunken Roman bathing 
fountain complete with delicately cast 
bronze swans spouting water from their 
bills. 

Even more fabulous plans were in the 
works for the other rooms of the house, 
but it is not now certain whether they'll 
ever be furnished. And for little more than 
the two rooms, the Wagners spent $50,000! 


Beginning of the end 


In looking back, the announcement 
about the house seemed no more than an- 
other sudden fancy the couple had taken. 
Yet some say that it was the beginning of 
events that led to Bob and Natalie’s even- 
tual separation. 

For a “big and beautiful home” was ex- 
actly contrary to the Wagners’ “honey- 
moon” statement, that neither he nor Nat- 
alie wanted a big house. 

Suddenly they were building one. 

Even more serious were the rumors, now, 
about Natalie. 

Despite their honest attempts to never 
be apart, there were many occasions when 
the miles did come (Continued on page 84) 
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A girl's best enemy is usually another girl. Take 
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from Brooklyn—and we 
were brought up to deal with your kind.” 






he feud between Connie Stevens and Dor- 

othy Provine had kept the town buzzing 
for weeks now. At private parties, on studio lots, over 
miniature tables at the coffee houses along Sunset 
Strip, Hollywood’s young set listened to the stories— 
and repeated them. In fact, the only people who weren’t 
talking about the feud were Connie and Dorothy them- 


selves. They wouldn’t talk to friends about it; they 


30 
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wouldn’t talk to reporters. And the quieter they kept, 
the louder the rumors got. Finally, the girls knew they 
had to talk to someone. They gave the story to 
PHOTOPLAY. 

We met with the girls separately—the word was 
definitely out not to invite them to the same party . . . 
or interview. We found out from Connie, and then 
from Dorothy, what was rumor and what was fact. 
Here is what we learned, the real story behind the feud 
between two blonde bombshells. 

Rumor: One afternoon on the “Hawaiian Eye”’ set, 
Connie was ready to mouth the words to one of her 
recordings, for a scene in the TV series. She took her 
place behind a microphone and waited for her cue 
from the director. The clack-board indicated “action” 
and the sound-man dropped the needle on the disc he 
had prepared for the segment. But somewhere, some- 
how, there had been a slip-up. Instead of her own 
voice, Connie heard Dorothy Provine’s blasting forth 
over the loudspeaker with a song from her show, “The 
Roaring 20’s.” Connie stormed off the stage, her 
hands on her hips, and hissed: “I don’t lip-synch to 
Dorothy Provine’s playbacks!” 

Fact: Connie insists the incident never occurred. 
However, she does admit that she herself has heard the 
story repeated several times around the studio. She 
says she assumed that Dorothy, for some reason of her 
own, had released such an item to the press. 

Rumor: After she’d heard the story about the 












the case of Connie Stevens and Dorothy Provine 
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switched records so many times, Connie decided to 
deal with Dorothy. She waited until she spotted Doro- 





thy in the studio commissary one lunch-time, but she 





didn’t so much as acknowledge her presence until every 





table at the commissary was completely full. Then, in 





front of everyone, Connie, her hands on her hips again, 





” marched over to where Dorothy was sitting. She tapped 
her lightly on the shoulder. “Young lady,” she said, in 
a voice so loud that no one could help but hear her, “I 
heard about that ridiculous story you made up. Let me 
just tell you that I’m from Brooklyn—and we girls 
from Brooklyn were brought up to deal with your 
kind.” Connie paused, as if to let the words sink in. 
Then she warned, “Just keep this in mind.” With that, 
she walked away, and left everyone in the room to 


stare—and wonder. 





FACT: Connie and Dorothy have never been friends. 
As Dorothy explains: “It’s like an insurance company 
with many employees. You’re girlfriends with some 
and you aren’t girlfriends with others. You select your 
* friends because you work in the same vicinity or you 
have something in common with them. Connie and I 
don’t film in the same area nor do we associate with 
the same group of people at the studio or away from 
- the studio.” 
bite Connie insists that, though she believed Dorothy 
might be responsible for circulating the original story, 
she decided to overlook it. She denies approaching 


Dorothy in the commissary. 


j ” that’s putting it mildly 


RUMOR: Connie doesn’t ever visit “The Roaring 
20’s” set and Dorothy never visits “Hawaiian Eye.” 

FACT: True. They work across the lot from each 
other and claim they’re too busy to be friends or to go 
visiting during a working day. 

RUMOR: Dorothy is upset over the magazine cover- 
age being given to Connie. She feels that she is being 
neglected by the studio and, therefore, by the public. 
She gets furious whenever she sees magazine articles 
about Connie, and once remarked to a friend: “I won- 
der just how Connie manages to get her face in 


every magazine in town?” (Continued on page 84) 


Dorothy: “Pl fight for a man on my 
own terms—if I think he’s worth it.” 
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shouldn’t I? She’s everything a 
guy could hope for! My only problem is: 


why doesn’t she have a sister? 





A ll through the ceremony, I kept thinking—I could 


be in David’s shoes.” Rick Nelson has always iden- 


tified with his older brother, but perhaps never so much 
as when he stood up for him as best man in the Church 
of the Hills at Forest Lawn. “I kept thinking here he 
is right next to me,” Rick said, “and I could have been 
at the other side.” 

It was weeks now since that day, but the awful lonely 
feeling that had started then was still bothering Rick. 
David and his bride, June Blair, were off on their honey- 
moon. Rick’s mother and father were vacationing in 


Laguna. Even his new roommate, Charley Britt, had 


pear eee me ee 


left town to visit his parents down in South Carolina. 

“I imagine there are a lot of advantages to getting 
married,” Rick admitted wistfully. “Like when you come 
home, you always have your wife there—somebody who’s 
with you the rest of your life—to help you, to care about 
you. I think David’s very lucky to have that. I sure do.” 

Rick’s brown-and-white basset hound, Howard, poked 
through the obstacle course of tape recorders, micro- 
phones, hi-fi, guitars, music sheets and records in the 
Nelson bungalow at the General Service Studios in 
Hollywood, and finally scrunched next to Rick. Howard 
looked sadder than ever, (Continued on page 88) 








What lies ahead for 

Sandy and Bobby’s baby? 

Is it dangerous to 

be born to famous parents — 
or doesn’t it matter? 

Here are the pros and cons 


“TI was just floored when I realized I was pregnant,” 
Sandra Dee said. “It wag the most incredible shock I ever 
endured.” Sandy’s press agent and friend, Betty Mitchell, 

interrupted. “Oh, Sandra, I don’t think that’s a good 
thing to say.”” ®@ Mrs. Bobby Darin’s huge brown eyes 

grew even larger. She was talking about her coming 

baby for the first time, and it was obvious she was going 

to talk about it in her own way. @ “But that’s true!” she said. 
“T think most girls at eighteen, if they are honest, will say 
they are shocked when soon after marriage they find 

they’re going to be mothers. @ There I was, married 

six months. I’d had chicken pox, so I was walking around 

like a mummy anyway, and then I found this out. It was 
just awful! To make it worse, it was Bobby who told 

me. @ How that happened is that I’d taken a test, but 

I just didn’t believe anything could have happened. We were 
down in Palm Springs, and what I didn’t know was that the 
doctor had told Bobby to phone back later. 

So we’d come up to Hollywood, and we were sitting in 

one of the Strip places having dinner—Bobby, my 
mother and I. Bobby excused (Continued on page 82) 


by Ruth Waterbury 
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Dick Beymer looks 
for the girl of his dreams 
in each girl. he dates. 
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have lheart—willl love... 


continued 


The next day he thought 
it was Diane McBain. But 
then he wasn’t so sure. 
Was it really Diane, or was 
there something about the 
beach—the sunshine, the 
warm sand—that made 
him think it was love? 


and pain. “Not long ago,” he says, “I 
suddenly discovered that now that I 
was a movie actor and of age, I was 
on a floating party list. 1 was invited 
to every swinging soiree in town. After 
attending two of them I learned that 
not snapping my fingers to the beat was 
considered very uncooperative. The 
young people who made up the parties 
appeared to be conventions of panic- 
stricken ring-a-dingers who didn’t know 
where their next laugh was coming 
from. 

“And the girls? They were all starlets 
and they all asked the same question: 
‘Did you see me on TV the other night?’ 

“I don’t want to seem square about 
this, but these routines bore me. I’m 
an actor so I am concerned with acting. 

“But off-camera I’m a human being. 
I want to love someone.” 

This interest he has in the woman 
he will some day love and marry has 
been a serious concern since Dick was 
fourteen, a time when most boys his 
age were preoccupied with high school 
football and elementary algebra. But 
studies for Dick were a snap. Love was 
not. 

“I’m interested in reality,” he says. 
“And love is reality. The more I know 
about it the more I realize how little 
I know about it.” 

Oddly enough, though, Dick rejected 
his first love. It was the kind of love 
that many teenage boys reject, but it 
had a remarkable aftermath—one which 
not even the bright young Beymer could 
have predicted. 

He remembers. 

It was in Italy eight years ago. Dick, 
quite unexpectedly, had been selected 
to play an (Continued on page 85) 
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Evans had known each 
other barely six weeks 
when they married. She 
arctomietjan del aal-tem-t-00-101(-1-10F 
and he was past thirty — 


nearly twice Sharon's age. 




















What makes a girl that young marry a man that old? “I 
love him more than anything in the world,” says Sharon. 
She is so very beautiful these days, this very polite eltate, 
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sophisticated, a self- 


hee tb ol os we? of the world — smooth, 


| made millionaire—— 
marry an unsophisticated child? “] never even thought of 


marriage until | fell in love with Sharon's picture, and then 
with Sharon herself,” Bob says today. | 
Warner Bros., who have Sharon under contract, were 


struck speechless when she told them she was eyeveroyaaliaye 


Mrs. Bob Evans. “He's too old for you,” they said. “You're 


Coro m celui ale miels him,” 


_“That’s not what my folks say,” Sharon told them, grin- 


ing. She didn't care what Warner's thought, and she let 


them know it. If Bob quit Hollywood, as is highly possible, 
she'd quit Hollywood, too. And if he stays, she'll stay. 
Meanwhile, she’s a bit on the war path already -— protecting 


their private life, protecting their (Continued on page 79 ) 


Zs large, plush night club in the swank Las Vegas 
hotel was so quiet that some said you could almost hear 
the tears streaming down Marilyn Monroe’s full, red 
cheeks. Between the quick silences, nearly a thousand 
persons were listening to Frank Sinatra sing “The Second 
Time Around.” And there was not the slightest doubt in 
anyone’s mind to whom the lyric was dedicated. 

Sinatra was singing to Marilyn. With his eyes and his 
voice and his heart. 

Even Liz Taylor and Eddie Fisher, seated at the table 
with Marilyn, reflected the tension in the room on their 


faces. And minutes later the news wires were humming 


with Hollywood’s newest—and most controversial— 
romance. 

“Frank Sinatra and Marilyn Monroe? Incredible!” 
laugh the skeptics. 

“It’s another Sinatra fling,” they say. “He’s after fresh 
kicks with a sex symbol.” 

“It’s a thing,” say the insiders. “This time Frank Sinatra 
has found a woman who needs him. And that’s all he’s 
been waiting for.” 

Which is it? How much love does Marilyn have for 
Frank? And he for her? 

Considering what has happened between them so far, 
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it might be reasonable to state that Marilyn Monroe has 
more love in her heart for Frank Sinatra than any other 
man in her life. And the cause of this new love of Marilyn 
for Frank is so unusual that even the blasé citizens of 
surprise-weary Hollywood will be shocked when they read 
what it is. 

Not long ago, shortly after her separation from hus- 
band number three, Arthur Miller, one remarkable and 
surprising fact about Marilyn was noted for the first time: 


“Marilyn Monroe cannot understand natural love.” 


To Marilyn Monroe, sex and love are as far apart as 


the Poles. To Marilyn Monroe love can exist without sex. 


: “thin qe 





And if this is so, does it follow that she also believes sex 
can exist without love? And why such an unusual view 
from a woman who personifies 20th-Century sex? 

It is not generally remembered by the public that, at 
the age of eight, Marilyn was raped by a sex pervert. 
And, although that horrible moment occurred twenty- 
seven years ago, those close to Marilyn say that she 
cannot, and may never, erase the nightmare of the as- 
sault from her mind. 

Presumably, to Marilyn, no thought of love with a man 
could enter her mind without being accompanied by the 


memory of the most hysterical (Continued on page 81) 
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The story broke in the after- 
noon papers. At 2:05 P.M., in 
Bloomfield, New Jersey, Mr. 
George Franconero, father of 
Connie Francis, handed the news- 
paper, underlined in red, to his 
wife. 

Mrs. Franconero looked, 
blinked, stared. 

At exactly 2:10, the poolside 
phone at the lush Miami resort 
hotel rang sharply. An attendant 
picked it up, glanced over at a 
tanned, shapely brunette stretched 
out in turquoise bathing suit and 
orange beach chair. “She’s here,” 
he said. 

At 2:11 the attendant tapped 
the brunette on the arm. 

“Miss Francis.” 

She lay motionless, stifled a 
yawn, stretched out a lazy arm 
for the receiver. 

“Hello. Mama?” The voice was 
warm, sleepy. 

“Mama, you're crying.” She 
frowned slightly. 

“Read it again, Mama.” The 


dark brown eyes flew open under 
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COLD FACTS 

































fancy green-tinted sunglasses. 

“What?” She sat up with a jolt. 
“What, Mama? 

“What?” 

At 2:15 the Connie Francis 
office in New York was burning 
up the lines to the Dick Clark 
office in Philadelphia. Each de- 
nied inside knowledge of the 
story prior to publication. Each 
beat its breast indignantly, threw 
up its press releases in despair, 
privately cast suspicious glances 
at the other. 

At 3:10, someone called the 
PHOTOPLAY offices and told us 
what was happening. We sent out 
a reporter immediately to track 
down the facts. 

The case boiled down to this. 

Rumor: Connie Francis and 
Dick Clark were secretly in love 
and were getting married. 

The story caught Dick firmly 
in the middle of a divorce suit 
and Connie on a Florida trip. 

It was one of those crazy 
rumors—crazy enough to be 


true. (Continued on page 87) 
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a new baby — to fail? 
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ITS UPS Al 


The mother, an attractive young woman 
in a plain blue housedress, came to the 
side of the crib and stood looking down at 
her baby. Her face was tender, and yet sad. 

‘Dawn Rachel,” she said softly. And then, as if she wanted to hear the 
sound again, she repeated, ‘‘Dawn Rachel.’’ She tucked the tiny feet under 
the pink blanket and said, ‘“‘Go to sleep, Dawn Rachel.”’ 














The small, innocent pixie-face seemed to smile. And impulsively her moth- 
er’s slim hands lifted her out of bed and held her close. 

She knew she ought to let the baby sleep, but it was so lonely. There were 
just the two of them now—Corlyn Callan and the baby. The father, Mickey 
Callan, was gone from the house—for good. Only a few weeks after Dawn 
was born, Corlyn and Mickey had separated and were planning a divorce. 
Why? They had been so happy—about everything, (Continued on page 70) 
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Since it was a first date, Connie was ready early. 
So, naturally, Will was late. Connie sat down on 
It started innocently enough. The phone rang and her front steps—wondering if she’d been stood up! 
it was Will Hutchins. “Let’s go someplace quiet,” 
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he said, “where we can talk and get to know each 
other.” To Connie Stevens, it sounded great. She 
envisioned a quiet Malibu restaurant where dinner 
would stretch to moonlight dancing. But a girl 
never knows what a boy has on his mind. What 
Connie learned is: It’s best to suspect the worst! 





“Pll change my dress,” Connie offered. “No, hold 
everything,” Will said. “Be right back.” In a flash, he 
was—with a scooter. “It’s perfect with your dress.” 


When Will saw her bouffant dress, his 
face fell. He pushed hard, but he knew 
the dress’d never fit in his sports car. 





Downhill, Connie rode. 
Uphill, she walked— 
which was an improve- 
ment. She was right— 
Will had dinner in mind. 
Only she never dreamed 
she’d end up carrying it! 
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“It was a gag,” Will said. “I heard 
you can take a joke. Friends? Let’s 
shake.” But Con was too shook up. 
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With sadness 
and with affection, 


we print 


this story of 


JEFF CHANDLER — 
a searching, 

lonely man who died 
too young and 
learned the 

meaning of love 


too late 


Jeff's favorite snapshot was 
this one, roughhousing with 
his girls, Jamie and (in his 
lap) Dana, They were so dear 
to a man who at heart held to 
a solid tradition of family. 





Jeff Chandler opened his eyes in those final moments of his life and looked to 


the corner where Marge, his ex-wife, was sitting. His handsome face was haggard from 


five weeks of terrible suffering—from three operations which he had endured since 


May thirteenth. Now it was the seventeenth of June, and his huge, long body was 


a gaunt skeleton under the bedclothes. In those weeks he had been given nearly 


seventy-five pints of blood, but his face was gray—ashen. 


He seemed only vaguely aware that his mother, Mrs. Ann Shevelow, and his dad, 


Philip Grossel, were there. He looked only at Marge, who had been beside him all 


these desperate weeks. Marge, his wife. His ex-wife—but his only wife. Mother 


of his two daughters. And the 
woman he had never wanted to 
hurt, because he was so fond 
of her and respected her with 
all his heart. Only he could not 
love her any more. A pity. 

His eyes met hers and he 
smiled at her with tenderness. 
Then he sighed very softly and 
closed them again—and it was 
all over. At forty-two. 

Later that evening, a distin- 
guished surgeon paced up and 
down his consulting room. 

“Because Jeff Chandler died 
before his time,” the surgeon 
told me, “and in a small, out-of- 
the-city hospital, there may be 
implications that he did not 
have (Continued on page 76) 


Jeff liked his women to 
be tall. Marge, (below) 
the wife from whom he 
parted, stood almost eye 
to eye. Ann Sheridan 
was a _  long-stemmed 
girl, And Esther Wil- 
liams (at left) was a 
beautiful, witty Amazon 
—and a fun girl who 
knew how much this 
big man loved to laugh. 





When you read 


this story 


you ll understand 
why Troy got 


so carried away. 
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Over the years, we at PHOTOPLAY have be- 
come accustomed to hearing wild tales about 
actors and actresses. Most of them we take 
with a grain of salt. But this one—well, it was 
hard to believe. But who can argue with pictures 
—even such improbable pictures? 

And how did it all start? According to our 
investigators, it happened exactly like this: 

Scene: the AE® House at New York Uni- 
versity . . . The president speaks: “Sisters, Troy 
Donahue is coming to town, and we want him. I 
hereby order the pledgees to bring him here— 
even if you have to kidnap him. Judy Gold- 
berg will lead the assault.” Or words to that 
effect. A few hours later, an innocent, unsus- 
pecting Troy was (Please turn the page) 


At NYU the secret leaked out. Mobs gathered on 
campus chanting: “Troy! We want Troy Donahue!” 
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greeted at Idlewild Airport by eight cute girls, all of 
them eyeing him adoringly. “May we have your auto- 
graph, Troy?” Judy asked prettily. She held out paper and 
pen—with one hand. The other was behind her back so he 
wouldn’t see what was dangling from her wrist—a pair of 
handcuffs! As Troy obligingly wrote his name, something 
went CLICK—and Judy had him hooked! He fought gamely 
(?) but he was one against many. They had him—by the 
head and by the feet. Not until he promised, “I'll go peace- 
fully,” did they put him down to walk. 

But they couldn’t spring him. Judy had left the key with 
the sorority president at school. So they all drove to Wash- 
ington Square—slowly. They were in no hurry to end their 
secret mission. Secret? Someone had spilled! A mob was 


waiting on campus. “We want Troy,” they yelled and they = 
Victory! The daring daylight abduction is a huge nearly got him—in pieces. 
success. Here is that wanted man—Troy Donahue. 


“Are you coming off this elevator without a fuss 
or do we carry you again?” Judy asks Troy at NYU. 





Once inside, the president coyly remembered that another 
sister had the key—and she was in class—and class was in 
another building. By then Troy was resigned to his fate. In 
fact, when the Warner people came to save him, he had to 
be dragged away to Radio City so he could publicize “Par- 
rish.” Which is exactly what we've helped him do. 





“Verree funny,” Troy tells the kid- 
nappers—after he’s out of the irons. 
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At Radio City, Troy got around to the 
chores of publicizing his latest movie. 








‘N BODY 
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Sexed up. Rich. 

DIahne . Spoiled. A self- 
centered brat. 

IB That’s Diane in 
her first major 

role in ‘“‘Par- 

rish,” a hugely successful soap-opera with lathers and 
lathers of emotion. In her next opus, “Claudelle Ing- 
lish,’ Diane will strut the role of a promiscuous Georgia 
farm girl. In “SurfSide 6,” she is Daphne-DeWitt Dutton, 
a torrid cutie with a talent for falling in and out of love. 
... Diane McBain herself is something else again. A girl 
of wmnate breeding, provocative, curvaceous, blue-eyed 
and blonde, she is one hundred and twenty pounds of in- 
tense allure, a refreshing throwback to an earlier. era 


when Hollywood was glamour and glamour was Hollywood. 


To meet the new queen, you have only to turn the page. 


Cut out and save—for 
every month there'll be 
a pinup of the new 
star you’ve voted tops. 
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I?swhata girl 


doesn't lfnow 
that gets her 


in trouble. 





















































When a girl’s 
alone with a man, 
she wonders where 


all the rules went. 


Didhe M&Ball: 


“GIRLS 
SdY TTT) 
FdST~ 
BUT 
DUICe 
BOYS 


Like IT!’ 


Not long ago at a private party 
given by a Hollywood writer, 
Diane McBain, six other girls and 
their dates were having a ball. The 
hi-fi was going full-blast, there was 
a small, but very loud, dice game 
going on in a corner of the room, 
and a recently engaged couple 
were cuddling on the patio. 

Three of the girls finally wound 
up huddled in the kitchen. 

“T’ll never bring my date to 
another party if that one’s go- 
ing to be around,” said the first 
girl. “Why she hasn’t spoken a 
word to me all evening.” 


“She (Continued on page 66) 



















You are Ere... 


the eternal woman, with a hundred faces to beguile and fascinate. 
Which face do you wear this hour, Eve? Remember, your eyes hold the secret 
of your mood! Look into your mirror... are those the deepening, gleaming 
eyes of your Siren face? Will a raised brow announce the haughty Queen? 
Or will those silky lashes turn shyly down, inviting tenderness? Your 
eyes speak for you, Eve...so make the most of their subtle 
beauty ... always!... with Maybelline. 


For exquisitely expressive brows, Maybelline Self-Sharpener Eyebrow Pencil... 
for eyes that deepen and glow, Maybelline Iridescent Eye Shadow ... a touch 

of scintillation with Maybelline Fluid Eye Liner... then lashes 

transformed, curled, colored and separated with the exciting Maybelline 
achievement, Magic Mascara with self-contained Spiral Brush. 


Let Maybelline, the most prized eye cosmetics in the world, 
reveal all the hidden beauty of your eyes. 












devoted exclusively to eye beauty 


ud Eye Liner, iridescent Eye Shadow Stick, Seif-Sharpener Eyebrow Pencil. | each 
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Continued from page 63 


hasn’t spoken to me either,” said the 
second girl, “but I'll tell you one thing. 
She sure has spoken to every man here. 
I'll bet her phone is going to be jam- 
med up tomorrow.” 

“Well,” said the third girl, “let’s 
face it. Maybe she’s got something we 
haven’t got.” 

The other two girls gave her an icy 
stare and went back to their dates. 

The trio didn’t know it, but they 
hadn’t said a word about Diane Mc- 
Bain that she hadn’t already heard 
about herself. It wasn’t the first time 
that the beautiful, blond, blue-eyed, 
twenty-year-old Diane had been lightly 
fried in a Hollywood “cat” session. 
Mention Diane’s name in the presence 
of a movietown actress these days and 
you're liable to notice a definite chill 
in the atmosphere. 

But mention her name in the presence 
of any young male and the reaction’s 
completely different. Then you'll hear 
something like: “Boy, what I wouldn’t 
give for a date with her!” 

The truth is that Diane is delighting 
the men and shocking the girls! 

Was that girl at the party on the 
right track? Does Diane have some- 
thing the other girls don’t have? The 
best way to answer that question was 
to see and hear for ourselves. 

We found Diane taking a break be- 
tween scenes in an episode of TV’s 
“SurfSide 6.” 

When we told her that she had so 
many young actresses worried, she 
laughed. 

“I don’t see why they have to be 
concerned about me,” she said. “I can 
date only one man at a time.” 

That wasn’t answering the question. 

She thought about it for a moment. 
Then, with a smile, she said, “This may 
sum up my philosophy toward the op- 
posite sex and my own better than 


anything. 


“Girls expect too much’’ 


“I think the mistakes many girls 
make is that they expect too much from 
their dates. 

“My attitude is not to be eternally 
concerned with what a man can do for 
me, but what can I do for him? I’m 
human. I do think of myself. I can’t 
help it. But there are times, especially 
if men are around, when the smartest 
thing a girl can do is to forget herself, 
and this is the part that shocks people 
—I say that a girl can even forget that 
she is a lady. 

“Lee Patterson told me a story re- 
cently that proves my point. 

“When he was in England, he was 
invited to a very swank party in Lon- 


don. Two of the guests were Princess 
Margaret and her husband, Tony Arm- 
strong-Jones. 

“Now you can imagine that there 
wasn’t much the Princess could do that 
wasn’t noticed by everyone. 

“After the dinner, the Princess, 
seated next to her Tony, took out a 
cigarette. She held it in her hand for 
a moment, then looked at her husband. 
It happened that Tony was busily en- 
gaged in a conversation with a lady on 
his left. 

“The Princess didn’t say a word. She 
just took a lighter from her purse and 
lit her own cigarette. 

“Now I’ve seen how girls act at 
parties right here in Hollywood—if 
their dates aren’t ready with a lighter 
the instant they’re ready to smoke, 
these girls take on long looks of 
wounded dignity, and act as though 
they’ve been insulted beyond repair. 

“A girl or a woman shouldn’t have to 
notify people that she is a lady. If she 
looks and acts like a lady, she’ll be 
treated like one. 

“But the woman who demands to be 
treated like a lady is a pest.” 

What about Diane’s reputation for 
dating what other girls call “goers” 
and “swingers,” the new words for wolf- 
type bachelors. 

Again a large smile from Diane. 

“I was thinking about that the other 
day,” she said. “T’ll let you in on a 
secret. Most of the swingers are frauds. 
They’re counterfeit demons. Some of 
them are actually afraid to be alone 
with a girl. Their reputations boomer- 
ang on them. They’re afraid to be alone 
with a girl because they know they’re- 
expected to be fresh and shocking in 
private, but they don’t know how!” 


Date with a “‘swinger”’ 


Diane described one date she’d had 
with a so-called “swinger” just a few 
weeks before. 

The first thing her date wanted to 
know was which of the parties he had 
lined up did she want to attend. 

“It really doesn’t matter, Don,” Diane 
said, “As a matter of fact, if you don’t 
mind I'd rather go someplace nice and 
quiet and have dinner and take a 
drive.” 

“You mean you don’t want to go to a 
real swinging party?” asked the sur- 
prised Don. 

Diane shook her head and smiled 
slyly. “Uh-uh. If you want the truth, 
I'd rather be alone with you.” 

Now Don was really confused and 
somewhat at a loss. It was plain that 
he expected Diane to be eager to attend 
a party where there were people, where 
Don could put on his “wolf” act. After 
all, wasn’t that the reputation he had? 
To suddenly discover that Diane seemed 
eager to test his reputation—alone— 
was something he had not anticipated. 

They had dinner. Diane couldn’t have 
been more enticing. If ever a man had 
the promise of a wonderful evening 
alone with a beautiful girl, Don had it. 

After dinner Diane suggested a drive 
along the coast of Malibu. It was a 
warm, wonderful evening. 


A few miles later Diane said, “I 
know a great place to park, next road 
to the right.” 

Don, a little confused, said, “Do you 
mean you’ve parked there with other 
guys?” 

“Of course.” 

“Oh,” gulped Don. 


A great lover? 


“Well,” concluded Diane, “I dis- 
covered I was parked with the most 
frightened young boy in Hollywood. If 
only the girls who thought he was such 
a great lover could have seen him then. 
Well, maybe it’s just as well. Don, 
that’s not his name, of course, still en- 
joys his reputation. But he doesn’t ask 
me for dates. 

“The next afternoon one of my girl- 
friends called. She was so excited. 

“‘*How was your date with Don? Tell 
me about it.’ 

“*There’s nothing to tell,’ I said, 
‘He’s nothing.’ 

“*But Jan and Doris and Laura all 
said he was hard to handle.’ 

“*They’re dreaming or they’re just 
plain lying,’ I told her. 

“*T don’t believe it,’ my girlfriend 
insisted. 

“And that,” Diane continued, “is ex- 
actly what happens. The girls think 
these men are such wild lovers. The 
truth is they don’t know what to do 
with a girl when they get her. 

“The real Don Juans are the quiet 
ones,” Diane explained. “They have 
no reputations. At parties they’re per- 
fect gentlemen. Soft-spoken, attentive, 
and well-mannered. Show me a quiet 
man and I'll show you a man that girls 
really have to worry about when they’re 
alone with him.” 

Diane lit a cigarette. “I could go 
out with a dozen men like that and not 
one of my girlfriends would ever say a 
word. But let me date a “goer” and 
they say I’m fast. Still I don’t mind. 
Nice boys seem to like it. So it all 
works out in my favor. 

“So many girls avoid one simple fact. 
That love and sex must be learned and 
understood. I have no intention of 
being ignorant about either. Today a 
girl should know as:much as she can 
possibly learn, as soon as she can. It’s 
what a girl doesn’t know that always 
gets her in trouble or breaks her heart. 

“And because they haven’t learned, 
girls are either afraid of men or on the 
defensive with them. They spend all 
their time learning how to act with men 
in public. Suddenly they’re alone with 
a man and they wonder where all the 
rules went. They cry, become fright- 
ened and panic because they’re not 
ready to date. 

“It’s my opinion that the simpering 
young things who once beguiled men 
with coquettish pirouettes and flutter- 
ing eyelashes are right where they be- 
long—in old novels and old movies. 

“As I said earlier, I’m always more 
concerned with the man. A girl should 
forget about herself once she’s in the 
company of her date. I’m not discount- 
ing the need for dressing well, good 
grooming, and the normal attention a 
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girl gives herself. That’s just got to be. 

“Here’s another side of the problem. 

“I know so many girls who distrust men 
in general, and yet they are always look- 
ing for a man who is different from all 
the rest. That’s nonsense. 

“In the first place, men are all differ- 
ent. I never met two men exactly the same 
and I’ve never met a man [ didn’t like, 
even if I had to look for a reason. I wish 
I could say the same for girls. 

“Some girls are always ruined or devas- 
tated after they make a hard and obvious 
play for a man and fail to attract him 
at all. You should hear some of the carry- 
ings on [ve heard from girls who cry 
for a week just because a man has ignored 
them. Why torture yourself? Men don’t 
do it. I think it’s the one quality that 
seems to make them superior to women. 
Men are good losers.” 

I wondered out loud if it mightn’t be 


true that Diane’s gleaming blond hair, 
the envy of many girls and women, didn’t 
have something to do with the fact that 
she got along with men so well. 

Diane shrugged. “Look at it this way,” 
she said. “I was born with natural blond 
hair. If I was a brunette maybe I'd dye 
it. A girl doesn’t have to suffer with the 
wrong color hair if she doesn’t want to. 

“ll say this, hair-coloring—or some- 
thing to attract men—is important. A girl 
should have a little flash, but without 
overdoing it. One bright feather in the 
plumage never harmed the bird.” 

As Diane talked, two well-known Holly- 
wood bachelors wandered over toward her. 
One was wearing a large smile under 
a pair of eyes that were beginning to 
bulge. The other was also looking at Diane, 
but his glance was casual, almost dis- 
interested. 

We bid Diane a hasty 


4 ” 
so long” and 





walked away as the two men came up. 

The man with the big eyes gave her 
a fast, “Hi’ya, Diane, you look delicious, 
honey!” 

The quiet one gave her a slow look, 
smiled a little and took her hand. He 
ran his eyes over her figure and, bare- 
ly audible, he could be heard going 
“Hmmmmmm.” 

At the doorway. we looked back and 
saw that Diane had a worried expression 
on her pretty face. 

We could even imagine what she was 
thinking. 

She was wondering very hard about 
that “Hmmmmmm.” 

He looked like such a “nice” guy. 

—MiILt JoHNSON 


Diane’s in “Parrish” and in “Claudelle In- 
glish” for Warner Bros. and on “SurfSide 
6.” on ABC-TV, Mon.. at 8:30 P.M. EDT. 
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Continued from page 28 


. She 


. | can’t 


that will make her man happy. . 
is simply the most exciting . . 
explain it.” 

Eddie Fisher breaks off; he can’t de- 
scribe the woman he married. 

Walter Wanger, producer, tried in an- 
other, briefer way. “Elizabeth Taylor is 
Cleopatra,” he said. He said it stubbornly. 
Wanger will wait, no matter how many 
millions of dollars it costs, until Liz plays 
that role. She is worth every one of those 
dollars, for she can’t be replaced. And 
Wanger is right. Liz Taylor is Cleopatra 
—and maybe more. She is the fulfillment. 
the woman Cleopatra might have grown 
to be if she hadn’t taken an asp to her 
breast. What makes these two alike——the 
goddess of the Nile and the child of 
Hollywood—is that each seems to know 
all there is to know about love . . . and 
to have been born knowing it. 


More than Cleopatra 


Of course, that’s an illusion. Liz had 
to learn about love and she had to start 
her lessons at the same age as any other 
girl. The difference is that she learned 
more. She learned more, in fact, than Cleo- 
patra ever dreamed of. 

Cleopatra was a temptress. And, at 
Cleopatra’s age, so was Liz. She wore 
her dresses low-cut, she pulled her belts 
tight, she swung her hips. It was devas- 
tating. When she walked into a room, she 
assaulted every one of a man’s senses. 
There was perfume dabbed behind the 
ears and in the crook of the elbows. There 
were big hoop earrings and bracelets that 
tingled. There were wide child’s eyes and 
a body that was already a woman’s. By 
the time she’d walked across the room, 
sat down and crossed her legs, she had 
attracted every man in the room. She was 
a temptress and this was her role—to 





attract and arouse men by her beauty. 

She didn’t know then where this role 
would lead her. She tested it on strange 
men in a studio commissary and she knew 
only that it seemed to work. She didn’t 
date much—she was busy being a movie 
star and, besides, many men were afraid of 
her. She seemed too much to handle. When 
she did date, it was like a huntress choos- 
ing her quarry. She would pick her man 
—when Liz announced to the world that 
she was marrying Mike Wilding, he 
couldn’t have been more surprised. Then 
she would bring the full force of her 
self to bear. She would operate with flat- 
tery; she would give him warmth and 
sympathy to make him feel confident. 
And by her clothes, her makeup, her per- 
fume, she would tempt him. 

A mother, watching this sort of per- 
formance, might be dismayed. Yet Liz 
had learned all this at home—which is 
where every girl first learns about love. 
She watches her parents, she observes 
what love is between them, she learns to 
feel what it can be for her. 

What Liz took away from her own home 
was the idea that woman is the pursuer 
and man the pursued. It seemed that if 
a man was unresponsive, she just had 
to be attractive enough to force a response. 
It seemed that if he was passive, she just 
had to be tempting enough to arouse him. 

Liz was tempting enough; she could 
go after any man she wanted and be sure 
she could land him. She set her sights 
on Mr. Big. 


Her first kiss 


She gave her first kiss to handsome 
young Marshall Thompson. 

She flirted briefly with Roddy 
Dowall, Peter Lawford, Vic Damone. 

And then one day there was Glenn 
Davis, the Army football star. He was 
her first important romance. He gave her 
his gold All-American football. But then, 
when she was sixteen, he went away to 
the war in Korea. 

While he was away, she met William D. 
Pawley Jr. He was twenty-eight, hand- 
some, social, rich. They became engaged 
but, after a while, this too was broken 
off. “Frankly,” Pawley says today, “I 
spent two years trying to get over it. To 
me, Elizabeth was ... Well, what do you 


Me- 





say? I haven’t married anyone else. . . . 

Liz, however, did marry. First the mil- 
lionaire, Nicky Hilton, then the movie 
star, Michael Wilding. And from these 
marriages, she learned an important les- 
son. Mr. Big is not always Mr. Right. 

The marriage to Hilton was over quick- 
ly; they bored each other. The marriage 
to Wilding lasted five years. and, though 
it ended in divorce, they were not bad 
years. 

They ended because of a dream. 

“I have a wonderful, handsome husband 
and two lovely children,” Liz might tell 
herself. “I have more than enough money 
and I have brains and beauty. 

“But somehow,” she had to add. “I am 
not happy.” 

There was a strange dissatisfaction, a 
nagging doubt that love should be more 
than this, that after these first years of 
marriage, the heart should not have 
stopped beating wildly. 

There was a dream of a perfect love. 
It was all America’s dream and, on the 
screen, Liz was its heroine. She wanted 
to live the dream in real life, too. She 
remembered a song she'd heard: “Some- 
where over the rainbow, skies are blue.” 
She divorced Mike Wilding. Somewhere. 
she believed, is a man to make the dream 
come true. 

But oddly enough, it wasn’t a man who 
made the dream come true; it was her- 
self. She had married twice to try to fill 
a need, and she knew now that this 
wouldn’t work again. The need, the empti- 
ness, was in herself; nobody else could 
fill it for her. “I had a child’s mind in 
a woman’s body.” she said. In the agony 
of her second failure in marriage, the 
mind began to grow up, too. She began 
to know that between a man and a wom- 
an, the only needs they could have were 
those they had in common—the need to 
understand each other, the need to fulfill 
each other in all ways, mind and body. 

Liz Taylor began to be a woman. She 
no longer wanted a passive man whom she 
had to arouse. Now she wanted—she 
needed—a man who would arouse her and 
who would share with her a driving, vital 
interest in the big, exciting world outside 
herself. She was ready for real love now; 
she was ready to dare to fall in love 
with someone who was as much of a man 
as Mike Todd. (Continued on page 69) 67 
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There have been so many delays and disasters in 
the filming of the movie, “Cleopatra,” you might 
almost think that a terrible jinx had been put on 
the picture—perhaps by Cleopatra herself. Up to 
now, Liz Taylor has made only one appearance in 
makeup and costume as the Egyptian queen, and 
PHoToPLay’s photographer was on the scene to take 
this exclusive photograph of that first appearance 
in a role that may be her greatest ever. 

Looking at this portrait, you can see for your- 
self why producer Walter Wanger insists, “Liz is 
Cleopatra.” In the long black head-dress, her eyes 
outlined and darkened with the mascara that was 
invented in Cleopatra’s Egypt, Liz Taylor is a truly 
startling reincarnation of the queen of love. 
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Continued from page 67 


A kind of love-making 


It was a wild, tumultuous love. “Even 
our fights,” she said, “were a kind of love- 
making.” That’s how it is when the dream 
of love takes flesh. Todd was a rugged. 
aggressive man who had fought his own 
way to the top and there was nothing he 
wouldn’t dare to do. He wasn’t awed by 
Elizabeth Taylor. Sure in his own man- 
hood, he could take her beauty, her tal- 
ent. her success and accept and enjoy 
them. There was no question who was 
boss in his house. 

Yet he could be tender, and he brought 
forth a response from her that was truly 
feminine for the first time in her life. 
He could be sophisticated, and he opened 
the world wide to her. He could adore 
her. and all he asked was that she be 
herself. In short, he made a woman out 
of her. 

They had only a year together, but it 
was enough. Liz would never again go 
back to being less than a woman. She 
had seen what love could be and shie 
would never again settle for less. 

Mike had taught her to be herself. and 
to like herself. He had taught her to do 
as she pleased, even if it wasn’t pleasing 
to others. He had taught her to take what 
she wanted. She wanted Eddie Fisher— 
and she took him. 

If it had been anyone but Liz Taylor. 
there would never have been such indig- 
nation. such an outery. The scandal broke 
because it was Liz. 

Partly. it was the way she behaved. She 
refused to hide in corners; she refused 
to compromise. She was still following 
that dream. and she refused to be discreet 
about it. If she was in love, she had to 
be honest about it. even if it made her 
guilty in the public eye. 

The scandal crashed about her head. 
In the commotion, people forgot that a 
husband cannot be “stolen” like a purse. 
They forgot. too, what they were really 
angry about. 

Tempers flared so hotly because it was 
Liz Taylor who was involved. Of all of 
Hollywood’s glamour girls. Liz was the 
most disturbing. She represented a threat 
to other women, simply because she was 
so real and so much of a woman herself. 
Here was a woman in three dimensions: 
here was someone unique. She couldn’t 
be pinned down and labeled. She wasn’t 
a calendar girl; she wasn’t a temptress any 
more; she certainly wasn’t the girl next 
door. She wasn’t any kind of label; she 
was something much more than that. 

She couldn’t be imitated. You could 
copy a hairdo or a style of dress or a 
wiggling walk and become like a Brigitte 
Bardot or an Audrey Hepburn or a Mari- 
lyn Monroe. And because you could copy 
her and be like her, you didn’t have to 
feel a strong envy or resentment. But 
Liz Taylor had no simple trademark. You 
would never see her imitated on a night- 
club floor; it couldn’t be done. She was 
a whole woman—beautiful, talented, 
changeable, complex. And this was the 
threat. You couldn’t label and dismiss 


her; you couldn’t copy and compete with 
her. She was a real woman so secure in 
being a woman that she made others 
feel inadequate. She was troubling; she 
was dangerous: she was infuriating. 
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All for love 


Liz rode out that storm. She had dared 
all for love and, in Eddie Fisher, she had 
found a man who would take the dare 
along with her. Eddie, too, would risk 
everything to follow the dream of a per- 
fect love. 

In a quieter way, Eddie is a man much 
like Todd. He takes over and is in com- 
mand of his own house. To the public, 
Liz may appear to be the more success- 
ful of the two, but at home this makes 
no difference. Liz had learned to love 
the man and not the public image. And 
Eddie is secure enough in his own man- 
hood to accept her success and be pleased 
about it. He is enough of a man even 
to accept the great love she shared with 
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Todd and not be jealous of her memories 
of him. 

If Todd made Liz a woman, Eddie keeps 
her a woman. He is perhaps even more 
secure in himself than Todd was. Todd 
had to make the big splash and take the 
big gamble. He had to live on a tightrope. 
Eddie doesn’t have to do this. He is a 
more stable husband and so he gives Liz 
something that Todd never did—he gives 
her a deep inner peace. With Eddie there 
is calm and contentment. Love starts 
with a wildly beating heart, but Liz has 
learned that if the love is good to start 
with, this is what it grows to. 

What does Liz know about love that 
other women don’t? 

She knows that love is ecstasy—and 
suffering. 
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She knows that love is adoring—and 
resenting. 

She knows that love is doing—and not 
just a state of being in. 

She knows that love is losing yourself 
in another person—and still not losing 
yourself to yourself. 

She knows that love gives—and that 
this is the only way it gets. 

What other women have to learn from 
Liz is that the pursuit of happiness is 
a struggle. In the glow and ecstasy of 


the honeymoon, a woman may feel that 
she is holding happiness tight in her 
arms. But little by little, as the years 
pass, happiness can slip away. In the 
day by day living together, it dulls and 
fades. The excitement of the first encoun- 
ter is gone. A man may look for it again 
in a new encounter with a new woman; 
a woman may search for a substitute in 
her home and children. Each has their 
own way of giving up. What Liz knows 
is that you must never give up, that the 


pursuit of happiness is a hard race that 
you never win but that you must always 
keep running. She knows that she must 
be all the things Eddie said of her; she 
must be a mother to her children, and a 
mistress to her husband. 

What Liz knows about love is simply 
that she must be a whole and complete 
woman—someone who is worth loving. 

—Frtora RAnp 


Liz is in “Butterfield 8” for M-G-M. 





MICKEY 
CALLAN 


Continued from page 47 


including the upswing in his career. 

The romance between Corlyn and Mick- 
ey started in Las Vegas. Some friends 
feel that, ironically enough, it hit one of 
its worst trouble spots there, too. But that 
was later. At the time, Corlyn was a young 
and radiant showgirl on the Strip, and 
Mickey had come to Vegas. on a fun trip. 
They fell in love at first sight. They be- 
came so inseparable that she gave up her 
job and moved to Hollywood to be near 
him. She seemed to feel that a marriage 
proposal was in the air. But months passed 
—and he didn’t ask her. 

“Corlyn was heartbroken,” one of her 
friends recalls now. “She was so in love 
with Mickey, she ached for him to ask her 
—and he didn’t.” 

But one of Mickey’s friends tells his 
side of it. “Mickey confided in me that he 
was in no position to take on marriage 
yet. He had just been signed to a contract 
and was making just about enough to live 
on himself.” 

Maybe Corlyn got tired of waiting. 
That’s what her friends say. They say she 
gave Mickey an ultimatum—marriage or 
else—and he took the “or else.” They 
stopped dating. And Corlyn went back to 
Vegas. 

That was when Vic Damone first came 
into her life. He was singing at the Fla- 
mingo Hotel that fall of 1959, and his 
dressing room had a big red star on it. 
Maybe Corlyn was impressed, maybe she 
wanted to hurt and punish Mickey. On 
that point her friends aren’t decided. But 
habitues of the Flamingo became accus- 
tomed to the presence of this pretty girl 
in Vic’s dressing room until time for him 
to go on. He’d embrace her and walk on 
to the stage, and she’d go out front to a 
reserved table. There she sat with her eyes 
on him worshippingly—while he sang to 
her. 

The curious, including the press, tried 
to pin the two down to a wedding date. It 
didn’t seem a matter of if, but when. But 
Vic was elusive, pleading so many com- 
mitments that he didn’t know. And Cor- 
lyn only smiled and said nothing. Vic’s 
press agent implied they’d be married in 
Bermuda when he opened there later in 
the month. But Vic went to Bermuda and 
Corlyn didn’t follow. And the rumors be- 





gan making the rounds—that Vic always 
led a girl on to expect marriage and then 
dropped her. 


The truth came out 


Whatever it was that happened—Corlyn 
began seeing Mickey Callan again. That 
spring of 1960 Mickey had to go on loca- 
tion for a picture and told his studio that 
he’d like to take Corlyn along. When eye- 
brows went up, he blurted out a truth 
known only to a few very close friends: 
that he and Corlyn were already man and 
wife. They’d been married in Vegas a 
month before, on March 5, so secretly that 
even their parents didn’t know. Nor his 
studio, Columbia. The day after the cere- 
mony he had reported to work on “Pepe,” 
rehearsing his dance number that turned 
out one of the picture’s big hits. 

The Mickey Callans had four very happy 
months decorating their apartment, and 
Corlyn took great pride in her new job as 
a homemaker. Her cooking wasn’t much 
yet, but she was learning, and they could 
laugh at a burned roast—they were in love. 

They had a wonderful, if belated, honey- 
moon. Mickey signed to do a picture 
abroad, “Mysterious Island”—but only on 
condition that his wife could go along. 
When the filming was over, the Callans 
stayed on. They toured Italy, Spain and 
London and enjoyed it to the hilt. 

One July morning Corlyn woke feeling 
so ill she was sure it was an attack of 
virus. When she felt no better the next day, 
Mickey insisted she see the doctor, who 
told her she was pregnant. 

They'd had only four months of mar- 
riage, but Mickey insists he was ecstatic 
over the news. And all that summer and 
fall he truly was the ideally attentive hus- 
band. He made Corlyn get plenty of rest, 
arm if she even looked at something heavy 
he sprang to lift it before she could. He 
begged off from the premieres and par- 
ties that are an actor’s night-time chores, 
and hurried home so she wouldn’t be alone. 

November and December saw Mickey’s 
career skyrocket. Columbia gave him a 
starring role in “Gidget Goes Hawaiian” 
and everything was great—until early in 
the new year. All January and February 
the Callans were clearly under tension, but 
almost everybody attributed it to her dif- 
ficult pregnancy. She was sick most of 
the time. And if they were already bicker- 
ing in the privacy of their home, while 
keeping up a smiling front in public, their 
intimate friends weren’t saying. 

The first outward sign of trouble came 
on the set of “Gidget.” Mickey, who was 
usually pleasant to work with, reported to 
make-up and greeted nobody. Between 
scenes he wanted no part of the usual 
chitchat and the relaxing cups of hot cof- 


fee. The director, Paul Wenkos. noticed— 
so did everybody else. “Mickey sure has a 
chip on his shoulder today,” someone com- 
mented. “He seems about ready to blow 
his top.” 

After lunch he did! Wenkos gave him a 
direction and Mickey answered sharply. 
“T don’t think I should play the scene that 
way. There was dead silence on Sound- 
stage 15. 

Then Wenkos shouted, “I don’t have to 
take this from a bunch of amateurs”—and 
Mickey shouted back. Then he walked off 
the set. Next day he and Wenkos apolo- 
gized to each other. 

Then something else happened. The 
“Gidget” cast flew to Hawaii for two weeks 
of location shooting, and Corlyn couldn't 
go along. She was feeling nauseated most 
of the time and the doctor advised Mickey 
not to take her. 

This was their first separation since they 
were married—and they hadn’t been mar- 
ried so very long. In Hawaii, Mickey was 
so edgy that everyone commented on it. 
And one person made a prediction : “If you 
ask me, as soon as that baby is born, Mick- 
ey and Corlyn will break up.” It seemed 
an odd forecast when Mickey had made 
such a point of wanting his wife along, if 
she’d been well enough. 

March, their first anniversary month, 
should have been joyous but it wasn't. 
Corlyn could hardly leave the house. On 
the big day itseli—March 5—she was too 
sick to celebrate by dining in a restaurant. 
They had tried going out just a few days 
before, and gotten the scare of their lives. 

As Mickey remembers it, they'd been 
invited to the first screening of “Gidget 
Goes Hawaiian.” He thought they shouldn’t 
go, that Corlyn wasn’t up to it, but she 
insisted. 

“The room was crowded with studio 
executives,” he recalls. “The lights went 
out and the projectionist rolled the film. 
Corlyn assured me she was fine. 

“I became engrossed in the film and 
thought she was, too. Halfway through the 
picture I felt her hand on my arm. I looked 
at her. She was slumped down in her seat. 
white as a ghost. Then she said weakly, ‘I 
think it’s going to happen.’ She wasn’t 
moving and her eyes squinted in pain. 

“I panicked and yelled to put on the 
lights. The lights went on and the pic- 
ture stopped. Once we got Corlyn out of 
the room she perked up and said she was 
feeling fine again. I didn’t take any 
chances. I took her home and called the 
doctor. It turned out to be a false alarm 
—but what a scare!” 


“It’s a girl!’’ 


It was no false alarm on the fourteenth 
of March when Mickey rushed Corlyn to 
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Good Samaritan Hospital. Within hours, 
Dawn Rachel entered the world and Mick- 
ey was passing out cigars. 

Yet in less than two months he was 
passing out of their lives. He packed his 
belongings, kissed his baby goodbye. threw 
his bags into the car and went to stay 
with his manager, Fred Amsel. 

Why did it happen? There was no an- 
swer from the Callans. Neither made a 
direct statement. But friends of Mickey's 
quoted him as admitting that the marriage 
had been a mistake, that he and Corlyn 
had rushed into it too fast, when they 
weren't ready. It was, he said, “like being 
on a merry-go-round.” 

Friends agreed with that description— 
not for the early, happy days of their mar- 
riage. but for the last nine months and 
more. “The two of them were emotionally 
upset all the time Corlyn was carrying 
Dawn Rachel,” one said. “She was so sick. 
having such a hard time, and she felt that 
Mickey was neglecting his marriage re- 
sponsibilities because he was trying so 
hard to get established in the movies.” 

There were other speculations. Some 
said that while Mickey was co-starring with 
Deborah Walley in “Gidget Goes Hawai- 
ian,” he had fallen for her. Members of 
the cast promptly denied it. They said the 
friendship was strictly professional and 
never went off the soundstage. “Deborah 
went home to New York three days after 
the picture was finished,” said one cast 
member. “If she and Mickey were ro- 
mancing, would she hurry off like that?” 

There was also mention of Kathy Adel- 
man, a young starlet, and that she had 
been on the “Gidget” set several times to 
visit Mickey. But co-workers pooh-poohed 
that as a clue to the breakup. 


Did he forgive? 


There is one clue that only very inti- 
mate friends of the Callans talk about. 
They wonder: Is it possible that Mickey 
never forgave Corlyn for romancing Vic 
Damone? Can it be that he was never 
sure which was the rebound romance— 
the one with Vic or the one with him? Did 
she go to Vic because she’d broken off 
with Mickey, or did she marry Mickey be- 
cause she’d been jilted by Vic? Who 
knows? And they wonder if not knowing 
was what preyed on Mickey’s mind until 
he began blowing up over everything. 

Whatever the reason, two weeks after 
they separated, Corlyn confided to girl- 
friends that she longed to have Mickey 
back. She admitted she had phoned him 
while he was on a public appearance tour 
lor “Gidget,” and told him she missed him 
terribly—and the baby did, too. 

“I love him,” she said simply. 

The tour ended. Corlyn wasn’t at the 
airport to meet him, but Mickey came home 
anyway—to see the baby, friends said. But 
next day Mickey told me, “I’m back at the 
house, but it’s too early to tell if it will 
work out. Maybe in a week or so I'll 
know.” His voice was somber and pessi- 
mistic—for a man making a try at reconcil- 
iation. Still, he talked of taking Corlyn 
along to Europe for his next picture, and 
leaving the baby with Corlyn’s mother. 

So there it stands, as of now—Mickey 
dubious, and Corlyn hopeful. Who knows? 

—Deran GAUTSCHY 


Mickey’s in Columbia’s “13 East Street.” 
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The facts 
about strengthening 
brittle nails 


Can polish strengthen nails? Any good 
polish can strengthen your nails. In fact, 
Cutex contains special plasticizers for 
that purpose. But if you have problem 
nails that break at the least touch, you 
need something more. Based on 50 years’ 
experience in nail care, Cutex has de- 
veloped Strong Nail, a heavy-duty full- 
strength nail strengthener, not diluted by 
color additives. Strong Nail forms a 
tough layer over the nails to reinforce 
them against cracking, splitting and 
breaking. Yet Strong Nail is easily re- 
moved with Cutex Oily Polish Remover. 
Wear Strong Nail alone or under any of 
the 33 fashion-right Cutex polish colors. 
Can you cure brittle nails? The part of the 
nail you can see is actually dead tissue. 
The live nail grows under the cuticle, and 
that is where you should start to correct 
brittle nails. Cutex Nail-Flex is a medi- 
cated cream especially formulated to help 
encourage the growth of long, strong 
beautiful nails. But remember, new 
growth takes time and Nail-Flex should 
be rubbed into the cuticle faithfully for a 
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“I wanted a business career but 
had no background or training. 
When a _ graduate recommended 
SPEEDWRITING shorthand, I en- 
rolled for the course. The day after 
I received my SPEEDWRITING 
shorthand diploma, I was hired for 
my first job by a national publica- 
tion. SPEEDWRITING shorthand 
has certainly proved a shortcut to 
a successful career for me.’’ 
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Continued from page 21 


his traveling aides, and win the election. 

After he was elected, Mr. Kennedy’s 
great vibrancy never once diminished. 
While inwardly, the occasional shoots of 
pain from his back continued to jab him 
and cause him to experience discomfort, 
President Kennedy never once let on that 
he was suffering—although the stories 
about his back were circulating freely. 
The appointment of Dr. Janet Travell as 
White House physician was a clue to Mr. 
Kennedy’s special medical needs. Dr. 
Travell had been the specialist in New 
York to whom the President had gone for 
treatments for a number of years before 
he moved into the White House. 

The rocking chair, which received na- 
tionwide publicity and started a rush to 
the stores by eager buyers who wanted 
to emulate the President, was another clue 
to his condition. Mr. Kennedy’s back was 
still a problem, and he had to have the 
comfort and relaxation of a rocker to take 
the strain off his back after hours of tiring 
work. 

Then came the trip to Canada and the 
shoveling episode. But the President— 
looked up to for his vigor, his youth, his 
rugged capacity for fantastically long 
working hours—would not let down a na- 
tion that was counting on him. He fought 
the pain; he tried to transcend it. He said 
nothing at the time to either his wife or his 


physician. He kept his pain to himself. 

After the visit to Canada, there was a 
brief return to Washington before the 
Kennedys embarked on their European 
trip. And still the President maintained 
his silence. On the weekend before leav- 
ing for Europe, he went to his father’s 
home on Cape Cod, hoping the rest would 
do the trick. It didn’t! 

It was there, too, while alone, that the 
President dug out that old pair of crutches 
he had discarded six years previously, to 
help him move about the house with 
greater ease. So great was the pain. And 
still he said nothing. 

On May 31, he and Mrs. Kennedy flew 
to Europe and plunged into their whirl- 
wind tour. The pace was gruelling, with 
long hours at official conferences, intermin- 
able white tie dinners, public functions. 
and other maddening, exhausting affairs. 
Without proper rest, the President’s back 
pain worsened. 

When they reached London on June 5. 
Jack confided to his wife that his back 
had been giving him a touch of trouble— 
but he didn’t say any more than that. He 
did not indicate how much it hurt. Mrs. 
Kennedy was in the dark about the nature 
of her husband’s trouble. 

It wasn’t until June 8, when Mr. Ken- 
nedy had returned to Washington and his 
wife had gone on to Greece on her vaca- 
tion, that the White House announced the 
President was using crutches. Dr. Travell 
explained immediately that Mr. Kennedy’s 
ailment was minor, but she did call in two 
back specialists for consultation. 

The injury was diagnosed as a lum- 
bosacral (that old sacroiliac) strain. Dr. 
Travell said it had no connection to Mr. 
Kennedy’s previous back troubles. The 
new injury was between the fifth, or low- 
est, lumbar vertebra and the sacrum, which 
is just above the coccyx and is the lowest 


bone of the spine, connected with the 
pelvis. 

Dr. Travell prescribed hot moist packs, 
more of the pain-relieving medicine Mr. 
Kennedy had been taking, and a some- 
what controversial treatment involving 
ultrasonic radiation. The doctor accom- 
panied the President to Palm Beach. 
where he could swim in a heated pool as 
an additional therapy measure and get 
complete rest. 

People had looked at Jack Kennedy as 
a symbol of unflagging youth and vigor. 
Now they were startled by the news that 
a simple gesture like shoveling a few 
spadesful of dirt could injure him. 

The nation was suddenly reminded that 
Jack is no different from any other man. 
prone at all times to fall victim to ac- 
cidental injury that could suddenly in- 
capacitate him. 

Everywhere the nation and its people 
began saying, “Slower, Jack . . . Take it 
easy, Jack ... We need you.” 

And at the White House, needing Jack 
more and loving him far, far more deeply 
than even the nation he serves so gallantly. 
was Jackie Kennedy—back from Greece 
and seeing her husband once more. 
though temporarily, on crutches. 

But Jack Kennedy remains calm in the 
face of everything. He doesn’t complain. 
He refuses to listen to the voice of pain. 
nor does he want others to heed it either. 
So Jackie Kennedy must watch and won- 
der, never quite sure if the aches are still 
there, or if they are gone, or how severe 
they might be. 

For John Fitzgerald Kennedy is a man 
who shares his joys and glories with his 
wife and his family and his friends and 
the people and the land that he loves. 
but who lives with his own _ personal 
troubles in lonely silence. 

—Georce Carpozi Jr. 








DICK LONG 
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and pressing him down—down. . . . He 
was helpless against it. 

“Nurse!” His voice was a gasp. 

The silent figure in white bent over Dick 
Long, pushed back his sleeve, jabbed a 
needle into his arm. He winced, then fell 
limp as the soothing drug spread through 
his body. Dimly he saw the nurse sit down 
again next to the bed. 

Moments passed. The pain wasn’t so 
bad now. It was there, but he could stand 
ees 

And then he remembered. Remembered 
everything. And, remembering, he almost 
wished for the pain again. .. . 

He’d been brought here to Valley Doc- 
tors Hospital as a cardiac case—one, two, 
three nights ago, he wasn’t sure anymore. 
Time had blurred for him. He did know 
the kind of heart attack he’d had—a coro- 
nary thrombosis, the doctor called it. 
(How honest they were with cardiac 
cases! Told you the truth almost immedi- 
ately, so you could “assist in your own 








cure.” It had been so different with Suzan. 
She hadn’t been told about the cancer for 
months—not until she’d cornered the doc- 
tor and demanded to know. And then, even 
when she knew, she was allowed to hope. 
For her doctors had known that hope is 
the last real refuge of the hopeless. . . .) 

Coronary thrombosis. A clot in a major 
artery leading to the heart. A clot that 
blocks off the life-nourishing blood supply 
from a portion of the heart, and causes 
that segment to die within minutes. Fast 
death for a portion of your heart. 

“That was a new one,” Dick thought, 
and absently rubbed the dark stubble on 
his cheek. “A part of my heart died 
quickly the other night. And all along my 
trouble has been a slow death—the slow 
death of the heart. Little pieces of it killed 
with agonizing slowness . . . killed by life 
and what it does to a man.” 

And suddenly, as he lay flat on his back 
in the neat little room, poised between life 
and death, Dick Long had to ask himself— 
at the risk of self-pity: “Why does Fate 
have it in for me? Why all this misery for 
me? Won't I ever get a break?” 

All his adult life he’d been interested in 
philosophy. Over and over again, he’d 
pondered the great questions: Why are we 
put here? By whom? Where are we going? 
And above all—what does it all mean? 

“Don’t think so much!” Suzan had 
laughed, when he’d get into one of his seri- 
ous moods. “Let’s play gin rummy.” 

Suzan. Lovely, lost Suzan. He would 


never forget their very first meeting. 

It was the summer of 1953. He’d re- 
turned a few months before from Army 
service in the Far East, and was back at 
Universal-International trying to pick up 
the pieces of a promising movie career 
that had been fragmented by the Korean 
War. He was twenty-five—young by any 
normal standard, but a bit senior to be 
starting over again as a young romantic 
lead. And the parts he was getting 
wouldn’t exactly set the world on fire. 
He’d been brooding uneasily, wondering if 
his next option would be picked up, when 
he walked into the noisy U-I commissary 
for lunch one day. A friend called him 
over to his table. 

“Dick, I’d like you to meet Suzan Ball,” 
he said, indicating a lovely dark-haired 
girl with huge brown eyes who was seated 
there. “Suzan says she has a complaint 
against you.” 


She was on crutches 


“Yes!” Suzan laughed. “You’ve almost 
knocked me down a couple of times on the 
back lot—with your nose buried in a 
script.” 

Dick laughingly apologized. Then he no- 
ticed a pair of crutches leaning on an 
empty chair next to Suzan. “Break a leg at 
Arrowhead?” he asked. 

His friend shot a warning look at Dick, 
but Suzan smiled, “I tripped over an actor 
during a take—we were jockeying to get 





the best camera angle. Guess who won!” 

A few days later, Dick ran into the actor 
who’d introduced him to Suzan—and 
learned what was really wrong with her 
leg. She had cancer. 

“She hurt her leg doing a dance number 
for ‘East of Sumatra,’” the actor said. “A 
tumor formed, and they're going to oper- 
ate. But they don’t know if that will stop 
ae 

Suddenly Dick felt small and ashamed. 
Here he’d been depressed about his career, 
and this girl Suzan Ball had managed to 





joke about a disease that might be killing | 


her. Then and there, he determined to seek 
her out again and get to know her better. 
For he sensed that he might learn some- 
thing important from her and apply it to 


his own life. Something that had to do with | 


courage. ... 

A few days later, Dick invited Suzan to 
go across the street to a restaurant where 
they could have a drink and talk. 

As soon as they were seated at a table— 





and Dick noticed with dismay how long it | 
took her to sit down and arrange her leg in | 


a bearable position—he asked her, point 
blank: “Suzan, tell me. What’s 
wrong with your leg? Or don’t you want to 
talk about it?” 


really | 


She looked at him for a long moment, | 


then she carefully unfolded a paper nap- 
kin and began to draw on it with a pencil. 


“IT guess you know my leg isn’t really | 


broken,” she said, as she quickly sketched 
a leg. “I have a malignant tumor on my 
knee. A cancer.” Neatly she drew the knee 
joint. “The doctors have told me they have 
to cut out the cancerous bone—right along 
this line—and replace it with plastic.” She 
looked up at him and smiled that wonder- 
ful, open smile of hers. “Just think—I’ll 
be the only kid on my block with a plastic 
knee!” 

“How can you laugh about 
blurted, then regretted it. 

Her smile faded a little. “I guess I try to 
laugh myself into being brave,” she said 
quietly. Then the smile crept back. “And 
you know something? It works!” 

But Dick’s eyes returned to the drawing. 
“What if the operation—doesn’t succeed?” 
he asked. 

“Then they'll have to cut my leg off.” 

His head jerked up in surprise and their 
gazes locked. Finally he muttered, “I’m— 
sure it will work, Suzan.” 

“So am I,” she said calmly. 


he 


it?” 


The beginning of love 


That was the first of many dates for 
Suzan and Dick, and soon they realized 
they were in love. Suzan felt a little better, 
and the dangerous operation was put off. 
Dick went to Canada on location for a pic- 
ture, “Saskatchewan,” and Suzan, crutches 
and all, flew up to visit him. She came 
back to Stateside as his fiancée. He loved 
her and worried about her—and forgot to 
brood over his own problems. 

November 28, 1953, was a day Dick 
would never forget as long as he lived. 
Suzan was hobbling around the kitchen of 
her Toluca Lake apartment, making lunch 
for him, when he heard a thud and a 
crash. He rushed in—she lay on the floor, 
the crutches sprawled nearby. For the first 
time he saw fear on her face. “Dick, it’s 
broken!” 

Suzan began to cry—with a helpless 
despair that shocked and startled him. “I 
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should have watched her more closely. I 
should have protected her—I failed her,” 
he thought guiltily. “I took strength from 
her, instead of giving her mine—and this 
is the result.” He felt a coldness in the 
room—and it seemed to him to be the in- 
visible presence of the killer, Fate. 

“Don’t let her die,” he prayed to God. 

A month later, Dick was in Suzan’s 
room at the Orchard Grove Sanitarium. 
Her leg had failed to heal properly, and 
that evening the doctor had given her a 
tragically simple choice: “The leg comes 
off, or you’re going to die. You'll have to 
decide by morning.” 

“Do you want to talk about it?” Dick 
asked her. 

“No,” Suzan said, smoothing the cover 
absently, a frown clouding her face. “No,” 
and then, being Suzan, she smiled. “All I 
want to do right now is—play gin rummy.” 


A fearful decision 


They played. Next morning she calmly 
instructed the doctor to operate. 

A few nights before the scheduled am- 
putation, she told Dick: “I don’t expect 
you to marry me if my leg is taken off.” 

“Are you kidding?” he said furiously. 
And then he found the strength to talk her 
way—to kid tragedy. “I’m marrying you 
for you, not for a leg that’s too fat any- 
way!” 

She said nothing more about it, but the 
grateful relief in her eyes told him enough. 
That night he felt more like a real man 
than he’d ever felt before. 

So the leg came off, and Suzan recov- 
ered quickly. As soon as the wound had 
healed sufficiently, she began to practice 
walking on an artificial leg. And on April 
11, 1954, she walked down the aisle of a 
Santa Barbara church to marry the man 
she loved. Photographers and reporters 
came from all over to record that brave 
trip to the altar. 

What they didn’t know, and Suzan 
didn’t know—and only Dick knew because 
the doctors had told him—was that his 
bride couldn’t be saved. A year—two at 
the most—and death was inevitable. 

They settled down to married life in a 
small apartment in the San Fernando Val- 
ley. and he tried to make the most of each 
precious day. They appeared together on 
TV in a play especially written for them 
a play about a paralyzed girl who finally 
regains the use of her legs. They even 
planned a night club act. Universal prom- 
ised a picture for her soon. 

The year and a half Dick was married to 
Suzan was the happiest and the most pain- 
ful time of his life. It was a great love they 


| shared—but as he looked on helplessly. 


the cancer resumed its relentless spread 
through Suzan’s body. This time there was 
no stopping it. But he and the doctors kept 
the news from her as long as they could. 
Suzan was happy, and seemed well, all 
during the making of her last picture, 
“Chief Crazy Horse,” with Victor Mature. 
But not many months later she began to 
weaken visibly as cancer attacked her 
lungs. In the summer of 1955 she had to 
be told the truth and she entered the City 
of Hope Hospital in Duarte, California, to 
wage the last great battle of her life. 
Dick spent every possible minute at her 
side. As news of her valiant struggle 
spread across the nation and cards and 
letters and phone calls from well-wishers 


flooded the hospital, he thought sadly how 
mortal illness had made Suzan a far great- 
er celebrity than had any of her movies. 


Home—for a while 


As it became evident—even to Suzan— 
that nothing more could be done for her, 
she begged to be taken home. Dick talked 
to the doctors, and they agreed. He rented 
a small house in Beverly Hills so Suzan 
could be in her own home, if only for a lit- 
tle while. With them went Kay Webber. a 
nurse who'd cared for Suzan’s needs since 
the amputation of her leg. 

A bed had been prepared for Suzan fac- 
ing a great bay window which overlooked 
a lovely yard and a swimming pool. She 
looked down at the pool whose cool waters 
would never touch her wasted body, and 
she made a joke. “It’s so little it looks like 
a foot-bath,” she said. 

There was no sickroom atmosphere. Kay 
wore slacks instead of a uniform because 
Suzan wanted it that way. She had visitors 
and she hollered for root beer—for them 
and for herself. 

And she and Dick had this time together 
—but it was only for a little more than a 
week. Then she was too critically ill, she 
had to be taken to North Hollywood Hos- 
pital. She died on the afternoon of August 
5, 1955—uncomplaining to the last. 

Now he lay in a hospital room himself. 
Remembering. And staring vaguely at a 
great blank eye which stared back at him. 
Then his eyes focussed better and he saw 
it was the screen of a TV, set into the wall 
above the foot of his bed. 

Strange, he never liked to watch TV, 
even though it was television which had 
supported him lately—and his second wife 
Mara and their three children: the two 
boys, Carey and Gregory, three years old 
and seven months old, respectively, and 
little Valerie, who was two. 

He’d married Mara Corday. another 
promising motion picture actress, a year 
and a half after Suzan’s death. But some- 
how there had been trouble for them al- 
most from the start. A seemingly endless 
succession of quarrels had marred the past 
three and a half years, as if Fate were 
again determined to prevent Dick from en- 
joying permanent happiness. 

But the quarrels weren’t all of it... . 

Their daughter Valerie, a lovely bright- 
eyed child, was suffering from an enlarged 
heart. She would never be able to lead a 
completely normal life unless, perhaps, an 
operation were tried later on, or some 
miraculous improvement took place. The 
thought of Valerie’s condition preyed on 
Dick’s mind and perhaps added to the 
feeling of hopelessness that sparked so 
many of his quarrels with Mara. 

Finally things came to a head on a 
warm spring evening. Dick had been co- 
starring on “77 Sunset Strip” after the 
failure of his “Bourbon Street Beat” TV 
series. One night after work, he and Mara 
went with friends to the Smoke House, a 
restaurant across the street from the 
Warner Brothers Studio in Burbank. That 
night he tried to blot out his troubles with 
liquor, until he realized he’d had too much 
and had better go home. Mara refused. 
She couldn’t leave their friends yet. Dick 
left alone. But back in their small house in 
Toluca Lake, her refusal to come with him 
grew in his mind into some kind of betray- 
al. By the time she walked in the door he 
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was so furious that he lunged for her. She 
fought him off, and soon the police were 
there. Dick was taken to the North Holly- 
wood Police Station and Mara had him 
jailed for battery. Then she told him she 
was filing for divorce. 

Later she decided not to press charges, 
and Dick was let out on bail after a few 
hours behind bars. Ashamed and alone, he 
spent the next few days at various friends’ 
houses. The newspapers had printed the 
story of his arrest. and his humiliation was 
complete. There seemed little more that 
Fate could do to him now. It had taken 
away two wives, his child was sick, and 
finally he had lost the one thing left to 
him: his self-respect. 

But Fate had one more blow for him. 
When the shuddering pain of his heart at- 
tack struck, Dick felt life itself deserting 
him at last. 


Why fight to live? 


He almost didn’t care. For although 
Mara had visited him in the hospital, and 
he felt she still loved him, she hadn’t 
spoken of withdrawing her divorce action. 

His life wasn’t worth the fight. He was 
helpless. Susan had been helpless, too 
—but just how helpless, he’d never 
realized until now, when he himself lay ill. 
And yet . and yet . some magic dif- 
ference had given her a hope that would 
not die. even as her frail body wasted 
away. What was it? God alone knew... . 

Then—not shatteringly, but very gradu- 
ally in this helpless despair, this dark night 
of his soul—it was as if his heart at last 
opened to the full and radiant meaning of 
something Suzan had said long ago. Just 
before she was wheeled into the operating 
room to have her leg amputated: 

“I’m ready, Doctor ...and I trust in my 
God.” 

That was all. One sentence. But it told 
what life should really be: a readiness for 
anything that Fate might offer, and a trust 
in one’s God. 

Now, at this moment, Dick Long knew 
why Suzan had been born . . . and suffered 

. and died. At last there seemed some 
reason to it. It was to show the world how 
brave men and women should live. For the 
first time he could truly believe the words 
the minister had spoken over her casket, 
as she lay peacefully in her white wedding 
dress in the church where they’d been 
married. 

“Here was a good soldier,” 
had said, “who shames us if we are ever 
aghast at pain or sorrow for ourselves. 
Suzan Ball taught us what it was to wear a 
body like a loose garment—it never con- 
stricted her soul nor strangled her spirit.” 

Remembering, Dick Long was at peace 
—for the first time in years. Silently he 
thanked Suzan for what she had taught 
him ... and many like himself, who were 
“aghast at pain or sorrow.” And he prayed 
that he had learned his lesson of bravery 
and love in time to save his marriage to 
Mara. 

“Thank you, my darling,” he said, pray- 
ing that his words would reach Suzan, 
somewhere out of time. “Thank you for all 
of us. ~ 

And his heart began its slow healing. 

—JAMEs GREGORY 


the minister 


Be sure to see Dick on “77 Sunset Strip” 
Fridays, ABC-TV, 9:00-10:00 P.M. EDT. 
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Continued from page 45 


the very best care. But I know the doctors 
who were on his case. And I know that 
everything which the most expert and 
modern of medical care can do for a 
patient, was done for Chandler.” 

However, less than two weeks after 
Jeff's death, a petition was signed by 150 
actors, asking for an investigation of the 
circumstances surrounding Jeff Chandler’s 
death. The Screen Actors’ Guild said they 
would give the petition “most serious con- 
sideration.” 

“But without being mystic about it,” the 
surgeon continued, “every doctor can 
almost see in the patient whether he has 
the will to live or the wish to die. It is 
very strange—but if I didn’t know Jeff 
Chandler as a vital man with a strong will 
to live, I would almost think he wasn’t 
fighting for it. 

“He had come into the small Culver 
City hospital for surgery for a slipped 
spinal disc. He had sustained this in April 
out in the Philippines, where he was shoot- 
ing his last picture, ‘Merrill’s Marauders.’ 

“Ordinarily, this is a relatively simple 
operation. Ordinarily, there is no compli- 
cation. But immediately after it, Chandler 
began hemorrhaging. In seven and a half 
hours of emergency operation over and 





~-above the original spinal operation, he 


was given a spectacular amount of blood— 
fifty-five pints. 

“We have discovered a new medical 
treatment within the last two years. Where 
an artery has ruptured, causing a hemor- 
rhage, we can now insert a plastic artery 
which will be quickly absorbed by the 
body, and get the blood back into its 
normal flow. This is what happens in most 
cases. Yet Jeff Chandler, an ordinarily 
healthy man, still in the prime of life, 
would start to heal, then have a relapse, 
start to heal and then relapse until the 
end came. It was almost as if he wasn’t 
fighting back.” 

The surgeon paused. “This was a hard 
man to know,” he said. And then asked, 
“Did many people know him well?” 

The answer to that is yes and no. Many 
women knew him very well. Particularly 
Esther Williams. Joan Crawford was sup- 
posed to have had a mad crush on him, 
though it got her nowhere. 

He had a lot of friends. His agent, 
Meyer Mishkin, was always his confi- 
dant—and he was Marge’s friend and 
confidant, too. Meyer was at the hospital 
daily, those last few weeks, openly pray- 
ing for Marge and Jeff to be reconciled. 
Rock Hudson was fond of Jeff. So was 
Tony Curtis. And both for good reasons. 
Yet basically Jeff was a lonely, unhappy 
man because he was too honest and too 
sentimental, too hard-thinking and too ro- 
mantic. And always he had a crushing 
sense of guilt about Marjorie Hoshelle, 
who never got over her adoration for him 
from the day they met in a small stock 
company Jeff organized. This was in 1941, 
but they did not marry until 1946, because 
Jeff enlisted in the war the day after Pearl 
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Harbor. And he stayed in the Army, mostly 


~ on the Aleutians, for four tough years. 


Almost all women adored Jeff on sight. 
That was one of the troubles. When he 
made “Broken Arrow,” his first really 
big picture, which brought him an Acad- 
emy nomination, every female on _ the 
Twentieth lot used to hang from the win- 
dows as he passed by. 

At U-I, where he made thirty-six pic- 
tures, he had only to open his dressing 
room door, and the women fell in. But 
Jeff was not only a married man and a 
father of two small daughters, he was 
raised in the ancient Jewish tradition of a 
solid home life, of monogamous love. There 
was a conflict here. His mother and father 
had been divorced, which troubled Jeff. 
Marge’s parents, too, had been divorced, 
and he was bothered by that, too. But he 
did love Marge very much—at the begin- 
ning, when both were getting started in 
radio and early TV. 

Marge was usually his leading woman— 
she was his love—she was his wife. When 
they came to Hollywood in 1948, he was 
proudly boastful about making his first 
down payment on a simple Valley house 
with a nursery big enough for Jamie, just 
born. When Dana, his other girl, was 
born four years later, he raced six thou- 
sand, eight hundred miles from Rome, 
where he was making “Deported,” to be at 
Marge’s bedside in time. Yet even then he 
and Marge had been separated once, and 
within another year, they were to be 
separated again. By 1956, they were to 
have left one another and come together 
again more than half a dozen times, only 
to make it final in 1957. This was just 
after the Esther Williams headlines broke. 

He was six feet four by the time he was 
fifteen, and he was beginning to go gray 
when he was eighteen. In Hollywood they 
nicknamed him “Big Gray.” His face, he 
always said, was “like a dog’s,” making 
him look sad. But because he did look 
so sad, and his prematurely gray hair made 
him look so old, he was always getting 
great, dignified roles on screen. Off screen, 
he tried to caper around and act younger 
than his thirty years. He hung around 
Jerry Lewis, memorized Jerry’s jokes— 
and it really killed him when he repeated 
them and nobody ever laughed. 

With actors not much younger than he, 
like Rock and Tony, he acted like their 
father. 

Jeff was a big, big click in his first 
picture, “The Sword in the Desert,” an 
even bigger one as Cochise in “Broken 
Arrow.” Certainly he never again got a 
shot at the Academy Oscar, as he did 
with Cochise. Yet in his complicated way, 
he hated being reminded of that role, hated 
anybody implying he could play only 
Indians. He never seemed to get enough 
perspective on the whole thing to realize 
that his performance in “Broken Arrow” 


had been so powerful there was no for- 


getting it, like Gable’s Rhett Butler in 
“Gone With the Wind.” 

Jeff, who so much wanted to be a clown, 
would just get sore about Cochise. Yet 
when he was making “Iron Man,” which 
was just after “Broken Arrow,” and when 
he and everybody else thought he was go- 
ing to be the biggest thing on screen, he 
deliberately went out of his way to play 
one whole scene with his back to the 
camera. This was to help out a new boy in 
“Tron Man.” That boy was Rock Hudson. 














Rock knew that one role would either 
get him a contract or a boot out of the 
studio. So he was very self-conscious and 
stiff. Jeff recognized this. He turned his 
back to the camera, and while he kept 
his voice serious, he made faces at Rock. 
No one else could see them—the feeling 
relaxed Rock 
= the rest is, of course, 
far, far ahead of Jeff. 

It was the same way with Tony. To the 
day of his death, Jeff never could put into 
words what he felt for people. But Tony 
was only half a dozen years younger, and 
Jeff acted like his father. 

Jeff coached Tony, Jeff counseled Tony. 
They had dressing rooms side by side. 
But behind his “hound dog’s face,” with 
that sensitivity that made him a fine actor, 
Jeff must have compared Tony and Janet 
Curtis’ passionate, brilliantly successful 
marriage to his own partings and recon- 
ciliations and separations from Marge. 
And he must have compared Tony’s vivid 
career to his own, which in the last few 
years had been disappointing. 

His alliance with Esther Williams did 
him no good at all. 

Jeff liked his women tall. 
perfectly understandable. The 
he was seen with to any extent (there 
were many he never was seen with, nor 
wanted to be) after his first parting from 





that Rock went 


which 
first girl 


was 


Marge. was Ann Sheridan, a long-legged 
gal. Marge is very tall, and Esther, of 
course, is an Amazon. Beautiful, though, 


intelligent and very, very witty—and poor 
Jeff did so love to laugh. 

If the thing between Jeff and Esther did 
not begin with “Raw Wind From Jamaica,” 
their first co-starring picture together, it 
wasn't Esther’s fault. They made the pic- 
ture in Rome, and Marge was there with 
Jeff. But when all three came back to 
Hollywood, Marge finally went into court. 

She took the family home, which was 
now a sumptuous one. She took the family 
cars. She got custody of Jamie and Dana. 
She was guaranteed $53,000 a year for life, 
with extra for the girls if they needed it. 


A woman still in love 


At first, for many months, Jeff called 
every day. He either talked on the phone 
or called in person to see Jamie and Dana. 
When he did that, he also called or talked 
to Marge. Every day. I asked him once 
what he thought that did to a woman still 
in love with him. He just stared at me. 
He knew that Marge had testified in court 
that he had said, “If I make you so un- 
happy in this marriage, why don’t you 
get it over with?” He knew she had said 
that, rather than be home with her, he’d 
stay in his office. And that when he was 
home, he had nothing to say to her. 

This Jeff confirmed to me, and yet the 
guilt was there. Marge had given up her 
career to become the perfect wife and 
mother. “I wish she hadn't,” Jeff said. “I 
loved it when she was acting. I liked our 
having our profession in common.” 

He said, “If I had known when I mar- 
ried what I know now, I would not have 
married Marge. It may hurt her to hear 
me say that, but it is true.” Yet when all 
the stories buzzed about him and Esther, 
he’d ask you not to print them. He didn’t 
“want to hurt Marge.” He stopped going 
to see his daughters then, or even phoning 
them daily. He thought he disturbed them. 
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He was obviously restless. He bought 
a home out in Apple Valley, which is a 
hundred miles from Hollywood and where 
film people never go. He never went there 
either. He began going in for wonderfully 
tailored clothes, and got the Best Dressed 
Award. He began buying big sporty cars. 
It was, in fact, a terrific Italian car he 
had imported for himself that finally 
smashed the Williams idyl. Esther is a fun 
girl but sometimes the fun goes hollow— 
and suddenly, one night in that terrific 
car, it was all over. Or that’s what Jeff said. 
But perhaps he was thinking of Marge 
bringing up their daughters, doing all the 
worthy things like sending out CARE 
packages and working for the Red Cross 
and going to PTA meetings. And still lov- 
ing him. He knew that. He knew there 
was no other man ever in her life. And 
by contrast, Esther consoled herself in 
less than no time with Fernando Lamas, 
who has done his own share of love-partner 
changing, too. 

Jeff tried to let work totally absorb him. 
He planned his own independent produc- 
tion. Besides himself, he cast that young 
beauty. Dolores Hart, in it, and John 
Saxon. Still, it was a flop. For the first 
time since he came to Hollywood, he was 
free of a contract. He went into “Return 
To Peyton Place.” a good picture and a 
good role, but not great, either. He bought 
more clothes and more cars—and there 
were always girls. 

Just before he went to the Philippines 
for “Merrill’s Marauders,” I met him in a 
very arty Beverly Hills group who were 
interested in producing an opera. Except 
for myself, a lone reporter, the room 
was entirely filled with very rich, very 
idle women. Among them was a movie 
star’s wife who had just gotten her divorce 
that morning. 


Jeff came in. He had agreed to do some 
announcements to help the ladies in their 
cultural activity. He was the only man 
present. He came over to me and whis- 
pered, “What are we two doing here?” 
Before I could even try to answer, the 
movie star’s so very recently ex-wife came 
over and introduced herself to Jeff. She 
was very tall and beautiful and she moved 
around in her very tight dress so that Jeff 
would notice that. When the meeting broke 
up, she begged him to take her over to the 
Beverly Hills Hotel. Her car. it seemed. 
had broken down and she did so hate to 
call a taxi. 

Behind her back, Jeff shook his head at 
me. His face was both amused and bitter. 
It was all just too, too easy. 

These are some of the things I remem- 
bered when the doctor asked me if people 
knew Jeff Chandler well. I told him some 
of them. I didn’t tell him everything about 
Jeff and Joan Crawford. And I didn’t name 
a lot of the other girls, either. 

The doctor listened, though, and he said. 
“We never know when a person can use 
their neuroses to help them get the result 
they most deeply want. We will never 
really know about Jeff Chandler.” 

I don’t know. I do know that I knew 
Jeff as well as any member of the press 
did, and better than most. Sometimes we 
dined together and talked long about im- 
personal things—politics, cars, books. I 
know that he was a sensitive, bewildered 
man who couldn’t get away from that face 
or that hair of his and who, somehow. 
never seemed to quite get his feet on the 
path toward the inner goal he wanted. 

I hope he has now.—RutH WATERBURY 


The last two pictures Jeff made before 
his death are 20th’s “Return To Peyton 
Place,” Warners’ “Merrill’s Marauders.” 
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wonderful person, and | just know that 
he'll make a wonderful husband. And, of 
course, (ll do the best I possibly can to 
be a good wife for him, to make him 
happy—and it’s more than that, too, be- 
cause it makes me happy te make him 
happy. 

“To be perfectly frank, we intend to 
get married when we feel the time is 
right, because of Troy’s working sched- 
ule. We certainly don’t want to get mar- 
ried when he has to go back to work the 
very next morning. 

“We don’t really want to elope. We 
want to get married in a church—close 
to our friends, close to those we love. 

“There was one rumor going around 
that Troy and I were planning a sneak 
wedding in Chicago. But that’s ridiculous. 

“We'll most likely get married when 
Troy goes to Rome to do ‘Lovers Must 
Learn’ or maybe when he returns. But 






I'll be over there for about three weeks. 
And who knows? Rome is so romantic. 

“But whenever we decide to get mar- 
ried, it'll be wonderful. The date doesn’t 
matter. We don’t have to rush into any- 
thing. 

“And when we do get married, we might 
start off living in the home Troy has now. 
But, eventually, we want to buy a modern 
home around Beverly Hills or West Los 
Angeles—and we want a dog! We both 
love dogs! And as for any other additions 
—children—well, that’s up to nature. Ex- 
cept that we'd like to wait a little while 
because I think a couple should have 
some time alone before they start their 
family so they can get to know each other 
better. It would be nice to wait a couple 
of years before having children. 

“There’s such a wonderful feeling be- 
tween us now. Troy isn’t matter-of-fact 
or blasé. He’s very, very beautifully ro- 
mantic. He’s very affectionate, very tender 
and very warm. And this I love in a man. 
We'll be walking down the street, and 
hell kiss me. And he kisses me when 
I’m cooking—all the time. He sweeps me 
away from the food and kisses me. The 
food may be burning, but it makes no 
difference. I love to cook for him. I love it. 

“We usually have dinner alone at his 
place, or sometimes we'll have some peo- 
ple over for dinner, and I really enjoy 
it. We don’t go out too often. I get very 
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bored going out to restaurants every night 
and running around. Troy doesn’t go for 
it either. We’d rather stay home and read. 
It sounds kind of dull, like we’ve been 
married ten years, but it’s a good feeling. 
And we have a dart game in the house, 
so we can play a good game of darts. 
And we watch some TY. Also, Troy’s 
working. He has to get up early, so he 
has to go to bed early. 

“We have dinner with his family a lot 
—with Dee Dee, his mother, and his sister 
Eve. Eve’s sixteen, and she’s a very bright 
young lady—she’s a doll. And his mother 
is very young and charming. I like them 
tremendously. Troy’s grandmother is 
Swedish. She was born and raised there. 
So Troy’s half Swedish, and my parents 
are kind of happy that I’m marrying some- 
one that’s half Swedish, anyway. 

“IT miss my parents very much. I haven’t 
seen them in six years. Troy talked to 
them for—it must have been an hour— 
long-distance in Sweden. He can say a 
few things in Swedish. I wrote down some 
lines like ‘How are you? I hope we'll meet 
soon,’ and things like that. He used these 
lines on the telephone with my parents. 

“He’s teaching me surfing, and I’m 
teaching him skiing. We went to most of 
the football games last season, and I 
have never been too interested in football 
because I didn’t understand it too well. 
But now I love it. We had so much fun. 
We love baseball, both of us, and this 
year we got season passes. And I got 
Troy to take up golf. He took a few les- 
sons, and he was hooked! There are a lot 
of very nice people at the country club 
where I belong—people you can have a 
lot of fun with. I have a lot of friends 


that are golfers, and I introduced Troy 
to most of them. They’re mostly married 
couples, and they don’t have neuroses 
that some people in show business have. 
There are other things in life besides 
show business, and Troy and I want to 
enjoy them. 

“IT was married before for a little over 
a year. I know I learned a lot from my 
former marriage, and grew up a lot. I 
was very happy when I got married, and 
I was very much in love. But, unfortu- 
nately, it didn’t work out. But, in a way, 
I’m glad it didn’t work out. I’m a fatalist, 
and I think things happen for a reason. 

“T tried very hard to make my marriage 
work. I was thinking of a reconciliation, 
but something stopped me. If I’d gone 
through with it, I wouldn’t be engaged 
to Troy now. And if I hadn’t been mar- 
ried before, then I wouldn’t have been 
prepared for marriage again like I am 
now. I think I’m much more understanding 
because of my first marriage. 

“Peter and I weren’t compatible as Troy 
and I are. We did love each other, and 
I still have a certain love for him because 
he’s a fine person. But if you’re not com- 
patible, you might as well dissolve a 
marriage while you’re still young and can 
find happiness with somebody else. 

“T know the girls are always after Troy, 
but so far that isn’t worrying me. When 
Troy cares for somebody, he doesn’t look 
elsewhere. He doesn’t have to. He’s con- 
tent. And I’m confident. No, nobody can 
take Troy from me.” —Jutia CorsBIn 


Troy can be seen in “Parrish” and “Susan 
Slade” for Warner Bros. and in “Surf- 


Side 6,” on ABC-TV, Mon., 8:30 P.M. EDT. 
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love. And as for her folks, she knows she 
has them in a corner if they start saying 
she’s too young to be a wife. Her mom 
lacked three weeks of being seventeen 
when she married, and her dad had just 
turned eighteen. Now, nineteen years later, 
they certainly prove a fine case for young 
love. Their first child, Sharon, is in the 
movies and their eleven-year-old son is the 
smartest boy in his class. Yet parents— 
being parents—would still have to be con- 
vinced that what worked for them would 
work for their child, too. Even though they 
had married young, they had both been 
young. But, in Sharon’s case, it was dif- 
ferent—Bob was so much older. And any 
parent might have been taken aback by 
Bob’s aggressive courtship. 

The same aggression that had turned 
dark, handsome Mr. Evans into a million- 
aire at thirty turned him into an ardent 
and persistent lover the moment he began 
to date Sharon—shy, unspoiled, unsophis- 
ticated Sharon. What parent wouldn’t 
wonder, “Is my. daughter being swept off 
her feet? Is this just an infatuation? Can 








you be sure when things happen so fast?” 

But whatever the Huguenys may have 
thought, nothing could have stopped Bob. 
Besides, he had the aid of as beautiful a 
Cupid as could ever be found, a girl Cupid 
named Leticia Roman. She’s up-and-com- 
ing, no doubt, and the bright-eyed Mr. 
Evans had seen her long before a camera 
turned on her. So, too, had Hal Wallis, 
and signed her to a contract. She had doz- 
ens of dates, but she didn’t know any girls 
her own age, and she was lonely. She 
wanted a confidant—a girl friend to share 
her secrets with. 

And then it happened. Leticia and 
Sharon were two of the girls chosen to 
make their Hollywood social debut at the 
Deb Star ball. They liked one another im- 
mediately, and began phoning each other 
daily and meeting for lunch, whenever 
their studio work didn’t conflict. Leticia, 
only a few months older than Sharon, felt 
positively antique around her new pal. 
As she says, “When you’re around studios 
for a couple of years, it’s very maturing.” 

By coincidence, Leticia had met Bob 
Evans at a Hollywood party a week or so 
before she met Sharon. She liked him, and 
he liked her—but that was as far as it 
went. Leticia was smitten with someone 
else at the time. 


The most wonderful man... 


When Sharon phoned Leticia the morn- 
ing after her first date with Bob and told 
her that she had met the most wonderful 
man in the world, Leticia asked, “Did you 











OPPORTUNITIES 
FOR YOU 


For ad rates, write 
9 S. Clinton, Chicago 6 


OF INTEREST TO WOMEN 





ae T TO W __(P.W.— Sept.’61) 
BEAUTY DEMONSTRATORS—TO $5.00 hour demonstrat- 
ing Famous Hollywood Toometion, your neighborhood. For 
free samples, details, write Studio Girl Dept. 1619C, Glen- 
dale, California. “Canadians: 850 La Fleur, Villa La Salle, 
Montreal.” __ ae ee ; 
MAKE $25-$50 week, clipping newspaper items for publishers. 
Some clippings worth $5 each. Particulars Free. National, 
81-WM, Knickerbocker Station, New York City. nets: 
300 PAID FOR Your Child’s Picture by advertisers. Send 
small photo. (All ages). Returned. Print child’s, parent’s name, 
address, Spotlite, 1611-P LaBrea, Hollywood, California. — 








SECOND INCOME FROM Oil Can End Your Toil! Free 
Book And Oilfield Maps! National Petroleum, Panamerican 
Building, Miami 32, Florida. oe ue 
$25-$50 WEEKLY possible, rewriting news items, Jokes, 

‘oems, Recipes For pubieners, Some worth $10 each. Details 
Free. Service, 81-F\ Vv, Knickerbocker Station, New York City. 
SEW OUR READY cut apeone at home, spare time, Easy, 
profitable. Hanky Aprons, Caldwell 3, Arkansas. ; 
LADIES: EARN UP to $2.00 hour sewing babywear! No 
house selling! Send postcard to Cuties, Warsaw 1, Indiana. 
GOO*) INCOME FROM home typing! Detailed information 
$1. Refundable. Ryco, 210-A Fifth Ave., New York 10. 
EARN $50.00 FAST, Sewing Aprons. Details Free, Redykut’s, 
Loganville, Wisconsin. ss 
WOMEN WANTED TO Assemble Jewelry At Home. Star 
Jewelry Co., 60 W. Hays, Banning, California. 


AGENTS & HELP WANTED 


IF YOU SELL Christmas Cards, make most extra cash with 
lines of all leading companies from one firm. World’s biggest 
line. Over 150 Christmas, Everyday box assortments, 600 big 
money-makers. Make up to 50% profit plus big cash bonus. 
Free giant color — of all lines; samples on approval. 
Arrow Greetings, 513 Fourth Ave., S., Dept. 66-D, Minne- 
apolis, Minn. 
START NOW TO Earn Extra Xmas Money! Hundreds of 
ift items! Make up to 60%, profit demonstrating famous 
yy cosmetics and gifts to your friends and neighbors. 
For free samples and full details send name to Studio Girl 
Cosmetics, Dept. 1619Z, Glendale, Calif., “Canadians: 850 
La Fleur, Ville La Salle, Montreal.” 
V’LL SEND YOU Free stocking sample newest advancement 
in hosiery since nylon. Patented, full-length. Stays up over- 
the-knee without supporters, without girdle! Nationally ad- 
vertised price $1.95. Make money introducing to friends at 
$1.00 pair. American Mills, Dept. 717, Indianapolis, Indiana. 
EASIEST $100 YOU’LL Ever Make, with finest, most beauti- 
ful Christmas Cards; other money-makers. Sample kit on 
approval; Free sample Album. Write Southern, 478 N. Holly- 
wood, Dept. L-38, Memphis, Tenn. Lee 
FASHION DEMONSTRATORS—$20-$40 Profit Evenings. 
No delivering or —— Beeline Style Shows are Party 
Plan sensation! Samples furnished Free. Beeline Fashions, 
Bensenville 38, Illinois, = ae 
EARN EXTRA MONEY selling Advertising Book Matches. 
aren gamnle kit furnished. Matchcorp, Dept. WP-91, Chicago 
32, Illinois. 


EDUCATIONAL OPPORTUNITIES 


COMPLETE YOUR HIGH School at home in spare time with 
64-year-old school. Texts furnished. No classes. Diploma. In- 
formation booklet free. American School, Dept. X674, Drexel 
at 58th, Chicago 37, Illinois. oes 
LEARN WHILE ASLEEP, self-hypnosis, prayer-plant ex- 

riments! Details, catalog Free. Research Association, 

ox 24, Olympia, Washington, Ppseed 
MEDICAL SECRETARY, 10 Weeks, Home Study. Boston 
Institute of Medical Secretaries, 725X Boylston Street, 
Boston, Massachusetts. _ 
HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA at home. Licensed teachers. 
Aepreved materials. Southern States Academy, Station E-1, 
Atlanta, Georgia. 


BUSINESS & MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITIES __ 


800 WAYS TO Make Money With No Selling effort! Pre- 
tested best selling gifts for men, women, children, the home! 
Distinctive greeting cards, stationery, novelties, jewelry, 
cosmetics, bes me gadgets. Make up to 92% profit. No minimum 
order. Samples on approval. Write today for colorful free 
catalog. Greetings Unlimited, 1-420 Park Square, St. Paul 1, 
Minnesota. 
EARN $50 WEEKLY In Spare Time. New unusual way to 
earn extra money in your sparetime — No investment neces- 
sary! No sales experience needed. Get merchandise on credit. 
Work your own hours! If you'd like complete details on how 
to earn money this interesting way, write Jeanne Adriane, 
Finch Building, Room 1-330, St. Paul, Minnesota. 
$3.00 HOURLY POSSIBLE assembling pump lamps Spare 
ime. Simple, Easy. No canvassing. Write: Ougor, Caldwell 
1, Arkansas. 




































































LOANS BY MAIL 


BORROW $50 TO $600 For Any Purpose. Confidential. 
2 years to repay. Free loan application. Write: American Loan 
Pian, Dept. Q-8051, City National Bidg., Omaha 2, Nebraska. 
NEW! BORROW $800. Anywhere. Increased Loan Limit. Air 
Mail Service. Postal Finance, 308 Francis Building, Depart- 
ment 63-R, Louisville, Kentucky. 


STAMP COLLECTING 


GIGANTIC COLLECTION FREE—Includes_ Triangles— 
Early United States—Animals—Commemoratives—British 
Colonies—High Value Pictorials, etc. Complete Collection 
plus Big Illustrated Magazine all Free. Send 5c for postage, 
Gray Stamp Co., Dept. PC, Toronto, Canada. 


EMPLOYMENT INFORMATION 
CHOICE JOBS. ALL Trades. Firms, Addresses, Hiring Pro- 
cedures, Benefits. For information write: Worldwide, Dept. 
A14, 155 N. Franklin St., Hempstead, New York. os 














5 MUSIC & MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS 
POEMS WANTED—FREE examination. Best recorded Free, 
7-piece orchestra. Melodies written. Free sample record. 
Send poems. Songmakers, 1472-Y Broadway, New York 36. 
POEMS NEEDED IMMEDIATELY for Songs and Records. 
Our offer is best. Rush Poems. Songcrafters, 6145-A Ackien 
Station, Nashville, Tennessee. 





POEMS WANTED FOR musical setting and recording, Send 
ms. Free examination. Crown Music, 49-PW West 32, 


ew York. a . 
WANTED: SONGS, SONGPOEMS. Collaborate, Publish. 
Submit: Co-Operative Publishers, Capistrano Beach 2, Calif. 
PHONOGRAPH RECORDS MADE of Your Song For $29.95. 
Cowtown Records, Avery, Texas. 
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say Bob Evans? Oh, but you're so right. 
He’s an angel and so attractive.” 

After that, the Sharon-Leticia telephone 
calls were one long love bulletin. Leticia 
gave Sharon advice—a peculiar blend of 
realism and romanticism that is Italian. 

It was lucky that Sharon did have such 
a confidant, because, in the beginning, her 
parents were really frightened. They saw 
their protected darling being caught up 
by Bob’s fast, thoughtful, colorful and 
rich courtship. After all, the Huguenys are 
just quiet people who had never been ex- 
posed to such an exotic world. Sharon’s 
mother finally did bring up the fact that 
her daughter was merely seventeen to 
Bob’s thirty-one. 

And it was Bob himself who brought up 
another factor: religion. They'd had only 
two dates, and suddenly he was discussing 
marriage. But before they made any other 
decision, he wanted one point cleared up. 
They must be married in his faith, Juda- 
ism. Sharon agreed to this, and said she 
would convert. She has one Jewish parent, 
but how surprised both parents must have 
been when this seventeen-year-old who 
was just learning about life came home 
after three dates—and talked not only of 
marriage, but of changing her religion. 

Bob next proposed, in his decisive, busi- 
ness-like way, that his father and mother 
come out to meet Sharon and her par- 
ents. He wasn’t wasting a minute! They 
discussed with Mr. Hugueny, who is a pro- 
duction plant head, all the details of his 
fabulous sportswear firm, Evan-Picone. He 
told Sharon’s father, too, that he had been 
offered a top position in the business end 
of Twentieth Century-Fox. He was con- 
sidering it, he said, but he was also con- 
sidering going on with his acting. 

He’d already told Sharon what few 
people knew about him: That he’d been 
stage-struck as a kid, and had acted pro- 
fessionally from the time he was eleven 
until he was fourteen. But what makes 
Sharon proudest of her husband is the 
fact that he didn’t come from a wealthy 
family. In fact, he’d been very poor as a 
child, and it was he who had made them 
all rich! And, perhaps to reassure her, he 
told her that his brother Charles was mar- 
ried to a very young girl—happily married. 

He also told her he had truly been in 
love with her before he ever met her. There 





ave been girls and girls and girls in his 
life, up to and including Ava’ Gardner. 
After all, he is handsome, he is dark, he 
is slim, he is smart, he is rich and—most 
important—he was unattached. 

Along the dressmaking canyons of New 
York’s Seventh Avenue, where Bob runs 
his sportswear business, there wasn’t a 
model who didn’t roll her eyes at him— 
and not a model who didn’t know she 
couldn’t get him. Bob wanted no part of 
their life. He liked a much smoother so- 
ciety, one of brains and attainment. 

It was Norma Shearer who first brought 
him to Hollywood’s attention. She knew 
him from New York parties, and she per- 
sonally cast him to play her ex-husband 
in “Man of a Thousand Faces.” When 
Darryl Zanuck saw the movie, he signed 
him to a Twentieth Century-Fox contract, 
and cast him as the bullfighter in “The 
Sun Also Rises.” The late Ernest Hem- 
ingway, the author, didn’t like him as the 
bullfighter—but the public did. 

And even in Hollywood, Bob didn’t let 
his success go to his head. He was invited 
everywhere, but he didn’t go out much— 
until the day that he saw Sharon’s photo- 
graph. 


He had to find her 


He didn’t know where she lived. He 
didn’t have her phone number. And he 
soon found no one else had it either. But 
he was mad to meet her, so he went to 
Warners and asked for her number. But 
they refused to give it to him—they were 
trying to protect Sharon from wolves! 
Strangely enough, a big brokerage house 
in New York that does business with both 
Bob and Warners did dig it out for him. 

He telephoned immediately and asked if 
“he might call on Miss Hugueny.” She was 
so startled by such old-fashioned courtesy, 
she agreed to see him. 

The miracle by which Sharon was dis- 
covered for movies was dazzling enough to 
her parents without her being courted by 
a young millionaire. “She had only been 
dating for a year, and never steadily,” her 
mother says. “When she dropped out of 
school to study at the studio, we couldn’t 
see that she had changed any more than 
any girl would normally between sixteen 
and seventeen. We didn’t know just how 





THE NEW GROOM TAKES mee 


of the 
TV 
Fall Shows 


ON A NEW SIDEKICK! 


Be Sure to Read All About Jimmy 
Durante’s New Bride and His 


New Partner 
Pto—Previews of : 


TV FALL SHOWS 
TV SETS OF 1970 


wtnd—Stories About: 


HAL MARCH « PHIL RIZZUTO 
and other exciting headliners 





September TV RADIO MIRROR on sale at all newsstands 








we felt about her being an actress rather 
than a writer, which we had always ex- 
pected. She was trying her hand at writing 
when a talent scout saw her acting at a 
local playhouse. She was working for a 
scholarship for college. And she was study- 
ing so hard. She never settled down to 
any one boy—not until Bob Evans called.” 

When Sharon told her parents all about 
Bob, she didn’t see how they could find 
anything wrong with such a man courting 
their daughter. Still, they tried to keep 
her from rushing into it. They said Sharon 
was young and naive, but Bob said he 
would find the greatest joy in teaching her 
how to grow up. 

Then Sharon’s mother confessed that 
Sharon couldn’t even make a cup of coffee. 
She knew nothing about running a house. 
Bob said so what—they would always have 
servants. Then he confessed. “I’m a great 
cook. I can prepare anything from pheas- 
ant to pot roast. And, what’s more, I en- 
joy it.” What more could a mother say? 

Their last bit of resistance was swept 
away when they went to visit Bob at home. 
He lives in a tiny palace of sixteen rooms 
and four baths, complete with swimming 
pool and a tremendous garden. 

Walking around the beautiful garden, 
which overlooks all of Los Angeles, Bob 
said, “This is where I'd like us to be 
married.” 

The Huguenys decided, then and there, 
they would let their daughter embark on 
her happy fate. “When we met Bob’s father 
and mother, we knew we couldn’t ask for 
anything more,” Mrs. Hugueny admitted. 
“All Sharon’s daddy and I have ever 
wanted is for her to be happy. Oh, I know 
Bob’s courtship of her was very rapid, but 
it was also very romantic, and I agree 
with Sharon—she says Bob is young for 
his age, and she is old for hers.” 

That did it. The next thing they knew it 
was the last Sunday in May—their wed- 
ding day. 

It was a very simple wedding. Both Bob 
and Sharon wanted it that way. There 
were Bob’s parents and Sharon’s parents, 
Bob’s big brother, Charles, as best man, 
Leticia Roman as Sharon’s maid of honor. 
Sharon was all in white lace—high-necked, 
long sleeved, with a bouffant skirt. On her 
head, she wore the tiniest bandeau that 
would hold her short, white veil. Leticia 
wore green chiffon. They and the rabbi 
made up the whole wedding party. 

Two years ago, Bob gave an interview 
in which he said he would never marry an 
actress or a career girl. So now, to prove 
what love does to a man, he says he won’t 
mind if Sharon goes on with her career. 

However, if Bob does decide against 
being a movie executive or a movie actor, 
the young couple will undoubtedly move 
to New York so he can continue his busi- 
ness there. That would mean Sharon would 
have to give up her career, but right now. 
she hasn’t got her mind on that. She cap 
dream of living part of the time in Paris, 
where Bob goes regularly to collect paint- 
ings, or Rome, where he buys antique fur- 
niture. But, truly, her mind is only on 
love—love given and love received. 

She’s seventeen and he’s thirty-one. But 
she’s not an average seventeen, and he’s 
not an average thirty-one. But what pair 
of lovers are average, anyhow? 

—Lisa REYNOLDS 


Sharon’s in “Parrish” for Warner Bros. 
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instant in her life—that one awful moment. 

It is one of the reasons Marilyn has 
never been able to consciously admire 
powerful, male physiques. To her, the 
Herculean figure suggests brute force, and 
she dreads the thought of it. And it is for 
this reason that Marilyn finds it impossible 
to tolerate the fusion of love and sex. Sex, 
for Marilyn, recalls a tragedy. Love, pure 
and platonic, suggests a dream she has 
apparently not yet realized. 

There are further complications in her 
friendship for Sinatra. But they are com- 
plications which, when understood, may 
make it clear that Frank and Marilyn are 
more in love than they themselves realize. 


Frank has something to prove 


One of the main factors to understand 
is Frank himself. What makes him the 
way he is today? Frank kids about his 
skinniness and his lean physique. But 
underneath the humor, he has always be- 
lieved that the world, unfortunately, often 
judges the measure of a man by his height, 
aggressiveness and the size of his muscles. 
People rarely see manliness in a small, 
slight male. 

As a boy, Sinatra wore long curls and 
Little Lord Fauntleroy suits. 
taunted and beaten unmercifully by other 
kids. And since childhood, he has been 
engaged in a continuing and heartbreak- 
ing struggle to show the world that it is 
not muscle, but heart, that makes the man. 

So, in the meeting of Frank and Mar- 
ilyn, there are overtones of personal dis- 
coveries in each other—little things, but 
the things that give meaning to a relation- 
ship. Marilyn, who wants and needs a man 
who will respect her fears and enhance her 
hopes, finds in Frank a man who yearns 
to prove that physical bigness is not at all 
a requisite for attracting one of the most 
beautiful women in the world. 

How much of it is a fling? How much 
of it is a thing? 

Some time ago Marilyn Monroe, during 
one of her short and infrequent visits to 
Hollywood, gave us more than a hint of 
what is deep in her heart. 

As usual she was late for the interview. 
But she knew, of course, that she would 
be forgiven. She came down the stairs of 
her home dressed in a stark, black, string- 
strapped gown that emphasized her gor- 
geous figure and the beautiful movements 
of her body. She walked over to a plushly 
upholstered sofa and sat down. 

We discussed the usual subjects—her 
career, her new pictures and her recent 
travels. And then, without plan, the con- 
versation touched on men and the kind of 
man that might possibly make a woman 
like Marilyn happy. 

We cannot say for certain, but it seemed 
that at the mention of “the man” there 
came to Marilyn’s eyes a suggestion of 
hope that had not been there before. 





He was. 





“T could never answer that question be- 
fore,’ Marilyn said. “Everyone always 
asked me what kind of a man is, for me, 
ideal. Well, maybe now I do have an an- 
swer. An answer I never realized before. 


“The only man I can love. . .”’ 


“Let’s say that the only man I can ever 
hope to love is the man who feels honestly 
and completely that | am the only woman 
in the world for him. If I could find such 
a man I| think my search would be over.” 
She smiled gently and threw her arm up 
on the back of the sofa. “And so would 
his.” Her smile grew broader and happier. 

Is Frank Sinatra that man? 

Again fact and opinion become so in- 
termingled, it is difficult to untangle one 
from the other. One aspect of Frank’s 
personality, recently exposed, may help. 

“The only real and completely dedicated 
thing I’ve ever wanted to do in my life is 
to make someone happy,” Frank told us. 
“IT want to know and see and understand 
and help the beauty of a woman’s heart 
—not her body.” 

No more honest view of sex and love 
has ever been spoken by Sinatra. But 
Frank wants another kind of happiness, 
too. It is slightly less personal, but it’s one 
of the most forceful drives in his life. 
Sinatra wants to have fun. He wants to 
laugh and kick over the traces and jump 
for joy. He wants to be with people who 
will receive strength and delight from 
fun. He wants to live, intensely and un- 
compromisingly, the rich full life. 

In recent weeks he has dated Marilyn. 
How much of a “thing” it has become with 
them is anybody’s educated guess. What 
part of the friendship is a “fling” is more 
apparent. 

Frank and Marilyn have good times to- 
gether. He has brought new laughter to her 
lips. He has revealed new joys to her eyes. 
He has carried new hopes to her heart. 

In return, Marilyn has, in her own way, 
let Frank know that she—the world’s most 
provocative symbol of sex—can admire 
and respect, perhaps even love, a man 
who has never yet pushed the scales be- 
yond 140 pounds. 

There are, however, broader and more 
binding reasons for this new and glam- 
orous twosome. 

Sinatra explains it himself: “I think 
about it a lot, that I never had any broth- 
ers and sisters. | missed them when I was 
a kid; in a way, I miss them now. And you 
know that wonderful closeness families 








Is it a thing with Frank? When Marilyn 
was ill again, it was Joe she turned to. 
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have. They fight like hell among them- 
selves, but let an outsider threaten any 
one of them, and he has to be ready to 
take on an army. That’s just the way it 
is with me and my friends. Yes, we're 
adults—but there’s a lot of kid left over 
in us that we never had a chance to use 
when we were young.” 

It is this attitude, this yearning for 
“familiness” that has helped attract Mari- 
lyn to Frank and his Clan. As a girl she 


was a mistreated orphan. As a woman she 
has yearned and failed to have children. 

Just before her birthday this year she 
said wistfully, “I'd love to have a party, 
but I have no friends.” 

In Frank, she may have found the small 
part of a big dream. For at long last she 
“belongs.” And that knowledge is the 
dearest and happiest thing in her troubled 
life. 

There is, of course, no telling what will 


come of this new and exciting “friendship.” 
We hope, as do millions, that there is a 
future for both of them—together. We 
hope, too, that in Sinatra, Marilyn may 
have found the man of her dreams. 
It is possible then that Marilyn’s search 
is over. So, then, is Frank’s. 
—Jack Tracy 


Frank can be seen in “Soldiers 3,” U.A.. 


and Marilyn’s in “The Misfits” for U.A. 
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himself to go to the phone. I paid no at- 
tention to this, except that two minutes 
later he comes back yelling, ‘I’m going 
to be a father! You’re pregnant! I’m go- 
ing to be a father!’ And that’s how I found 
out. Along with everybody else in that 
room. I was simply speechless, but Bobby 
was on Cloud 12 and going higher while 
| got lower and lower. 

“I had to get used to the idea. Having a 
baby isn’t like buying a dress. If you get 
one you don’t like, you can’t give it back. 
| was stunned! I couldn’t think of a thing 
but me. How / felt. What was going to 
happen to me. What I'd do. 

“I didn’t even think of my career—just 
me, me, me. For four whole days. I don’t 
know if | didn’t want to grow up enough 
to be a mother, or what. I do know that 
when we married, even if the certificate 
did say seventeen, I was really about 
eleven, emotionally. So there I was six 
months later, with people around me be- 
ing overjoyed. And I was just out to 
lunch. 

“It was like the first week we were 
married, that first week in a house without 
my mother. I had a housekeeper to run 
the house, but I had to run the house- 
keeper. I had to plan meals. I had a hus- 
band, so I couldn’t run out at six o’clock 
in the evening to go see my friends. Once 
I actually started to do that. Bobby said, 
‘Where are you going?’ I said ‘I'm going 
out to see my girl friend. | couldn't 
understand why he minded. I’d done that 
all my life—done as I pleased. But there 
I was married, and there was someone else 
I had to think of first. 

“Only that first week, I didn’t. All I 
could think of that first week was did I do 
wrong? I missed my mother, I missed my 
friends. I missed not being taken care of 
and babied. Bobby babied me but he 
wouldn’t pick up after me. I had to pick 
up my own things. Fortunately at the end 
of that first week. Bobby had to go to 
Vegas about a night club date. And then 
I found out. Oh, I missed him so. At the 
end of three days, there I was in Vegas. 
I didn’t want any of the things I thought 
I'd been missing. I just wanted Bobby. 

“That’s when I knew I'd really become 
a wife, or at least was starting to be one. 
And it was like that with being pregnant. 


It took me four days to come out of my 
shock. Then it hit me. I was going to have 
Bobby’s baby! Before I knew it, | was 
sailing up to join Bobby on his cloud up 
there. And out shopping for clothes for 
my baby.” 

Sandra paused for a long breath. She's 
the easiest girl there ever was to inter- 
view, not only because she answers ques- 
tions before you ask them, but because of 
her complete honesty. She wants a boy 
and says so. 

“If it’s a girl, it’s going to be sent back,” 
she said. “I’ve picked out boy’s clothes 
and boy’s toys. | wanted him to be called 
Robert but his father talked me out of 
that fast. He pointed out that our Robert 
would be ‘littke Bobby’ in contrast to ‘big 
Bobby.” So I gave that up. 

“Now I think he will be Jeffrey. Where 
that comes in is that when you have a lot 
of friends, as we have, if you name your 
child Steve or Richard or John you delight 
one friend and hurt another. Then you 
start with family names and a relative gets 
insulted. So we don’t know a single Jeffrey, 
but Jeffrey-something-Darin makes a nice 
name. 


An Eton suit for baby 


“I’ve already been shopping for him. I’ve 
bought him dozens of shoes. Of course, I 
came to a little later and realized Jeffrey 
couldn’t wear such shoes till about two 
years from now. Then I bought him an 
Eton suit. That was really the end. 

“The saleslady said to me, ‘How old is 
the child?’ I said ‘About four months.’ 
Fortunately, she didn’t recognize me. She 
said, ‘The child is a boy, isn’t he?’ I said, 
‘I don’t know.’ 

“That’s when it struck her—something 
was very wrong. It’s my baby and I don’t 
know whether it is a boy or girl or its age. 
She began to laugh and told me that what 
I wanted was a layette. Well, I didn’t 
want a layette. Who wants to look at dia- 
pers? So besides the Eton suit I bought 
pajamas. About twelve dozen pairs of 
blue and green pajamas, with one lonely 
little pair of pink ones—just in case. 

“When Bobby came home and saw that 
Eton suit, he flipped. 

“Then he got firm with me. He said, 
‘My kid is going to wear dungarees and 
play in the mud.’ I said, ‘Well, maybe 
your son will do that, but my son is going 
to dress up occasionally.’ 

“I thought that was a good time to 
change the subject. I’m really beginning 
to get a little bit of tact with my husband. 
So I brought up the subject of college. 

“IT don’t know what you call it, but 
Bobby is so—well—balanced. He thinks 
everything through. I said I wanted 
Jeffrey to go to Black Foxe, the military 


school, for one year. Bobby said we'd 
have to discuss that with our son. He says 
we will discuss everything with our son. 
He will know why he is being disciplined, 
why he’s being indulged. 

“Well, 1 know that anything Bobby says 
he'll do, he'll do. Besides, because of the 
way I was brought up, I'll be pretty stern, 
too, I think. I love my mother more than 
anybody in this world, except Bobby. She 
and I will always be friends—but | am not 
going to be friends with my baby. | want 
to be his mother. You can’t be a pal, 
really. You’re nineteen or twenty years 
older. Oh, T'll spoil my baby a litthe— 
that’s part of love. But I won’t have a 
brat. And I won’t bring him around the 
studio and get him spoiled in a half hour, 
as I could easily with Ross Hunter and 
the make-up people around. God forbid 
that I let all that overindulgence happen 
to him. 

“Bobby and I argue about one thing. He 
wants our children to use the family name. 
Cassotto, to go to school under that name. 
But I say that’s impossible. I say to him, 
*You’re Bobby Darin. ’'m Sandra Dee. I’m 
having our baby, but even the doctor calls 
me Miss Dee. So if we send Jeffrey Cas- 
sotto to school, all everybody will say is 
his father’s Bobby Darin and his mother 
is Sandra Dee.’ It’s nothing for us to gloat 
over, but that’s the reality of it. I don’t 
think we'll ever have pictures taken of 
our baby for publicity. This I think would 
spoil him and make it rough on him with 
the other children in school. But he’s got 
to know who he is, who Bobby is, and 
who I am. And if he becomes five times as 
important as we ever can, then that’s 
fine. 

“Besides, no matter what kind of a 
mother I turn out to be, my baby will 
have the greatest grandmother ever. John 
Cassavetes’ wife goes to the same baby 
doctor I do, and we talk about how our 
mothers are carrying on. My mother is 
positively having a second childhood as 
well as a second child, she’s so excited. 


‘“‘The patience of a saint’’ 


“Right now we are trying to find a house 
with a nursery. Bobby merely wants a 
great big house, in Bel-Air or Beverly 
Hills, with about two acres of land around 
it—right in the middle of town, you under- 
stand. No real estate agent has heard of 
such a place within miles, but Bobby will 
find it just the same. He has the patience 
of a saint. He found our honeymoon house 
for us, he hired the housekeeper. Now— 
we need a much bigger house and we ought 
to have it within the next two months, and 
I am completely sure we will. 

“T don’t know how Bobby puts up with 
me right now, but he does. If he turns the 
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doorknob wrong, I cry. If he looks at me 
and says, ‘I don’t like that dress’ I get 
hysterical. I can be sitting in a room be- 
ing perfectly happy and then all of a 
sudden something hits me and the tears 
start coming. I never was like this before. 
My emotions are all topsy turvy. But Bobby 
puts up with me and he has morning sick- 
ness, 

“Don’t laugh—he does. And I don’t. 
The doctor gave me pills against it and 
told Bobby how to rub my back when I got 
an attack of it. So I take the pills and wind 
up rubbing Bobby’s back. 

“Then there is my poor doctor. I called 
him up so much the first week we engaged 
him that it got to the point that, when he’d 
hear my voice, he’d say, ‘Hang up.’ 

I couldn’t help laughing with her. She 
was delightful. Everything she said, every 
word and inflection, bespoke her innocence. 
“Sandra,” I said, “have you and Bobby 
looked at the more serious side? I mean 
have you considered the dangers that can 
befall a celebrity’s child? You read the 
papers. I don’t have to spell out the case 
histories of Chery! Crane and Fredric 
March’s son, Tony. Or Edward G. Robin- 
son Jr. Or Bob Burns’ daughter. 

“Let’s face it.” I continued, “the child 
of a celebrity faces many dangers. For 
example, there’s the pitfall of leading a 
double-life. One moment Mommy and 
Daddy are just that: Mommy and Daddy. 
The next moment the child is blinded when 
they turn into glittering stars, watched over 
by the whole world. Ordinary kids don’t 
have to share their parents with the world; 
ordinary parents don’t lead changing lives, 
one day playing a cowboy and the next 
day a doctor, one day a nun and the next 
day a girl of the streets. 

“Look,” I said, “at the problem of alone- 
ness. A celebrity’s child can be the loneli- 
est kid in the world if his parents are so 
busy being famous that they haven’t enough 
time for family living and loving. And 
what about the notoriety that goes with 
fame? And the gossip? 

“Is there anything crueler than to hear 
or overhear one’s parents talked about? 
Or anything more vicious than to be com- 
pared unfavorably with one’s own mother 
or father?” 

Sandy sat back for a moment, in deep 
thought. That is an outstanding character- 
istic of this teenager. She can think, and 
with great clarity. Her voice was serious. 

“T think every set of parents thinks that 
their child is different.” she said. “I read 
about these delinquent children and I 
think their parents are just unfortunate. 
But I can’t think that way about myself. 
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“I have to think that my baby is out of 
my home and my heart and that it has to 
become the kind of an adult I want it to 
be. It just can’t turn out badly. 

“I don’t like it that people imply it’s 
just Hollywood people who have mal- 
adjusted children. They are all over—in 
Chicago, New York, Paris, wherever. But 
most of them here, like most children 
everywhere, turn out well. Think of the 
Hollywood families of five or six children, 
all wonderful, like the Burt Lancasters, 
or the Gregory Pecks, or the Pat O’Briens, 
or the Chuck Connors. And the Ladds, 
the Nelsons, the Hopes, Gale Storm and 
Lee Bonnell—their children are great. No- 
body points out Don deFore’s daughter, 
who gave up luxury to dedicate her life 
to serving the sick in an Oriental slum. 

“I saw a picture, “The Young Savages’ 
and I loved it—and I don’t usually like 
this kind. But it was so honest. I looked at 
those fifteen-year-old boys in it and my 
imagination began to run away. I thought, 
‘My baby boy must not grow up this 
way. Then I realized that Bobby came 
from this kind of background and look at 
him! Tony Curtis came from this kind of a 
background and look what he’s done with 
his life. So you just can’t let yourself 
think in these defeatist terms.” 

Sandy paused again, still thinking 
deeply. “But you can’t let yourself spoil 
your own baby,” she said, “and you can’t 
let other people do it either. Right now, 
wherever Bobby and I go, people are extra 
nice to us. That’s very pleasant. We like 
it. We also know why they are so extra 
nice. But if you take a child into such a 
flattering atmosphere they don’t under- 
stand it. They think they are very special. 


‘“‘Where we go, baby goes”’ 


“One thing Bobby and I won’t do is 
leave our baby alone with servants. Wher- 
ever we go, he’ll go. Whatever we do, he’ll 
do. He’ll be our son, not some lonely little 
thing wandering around a big house. 

“I thought I was completely happy be- 
fore I met Bobby, but now my happiness 
is another thing altogether. I am so con- 
scious of everything now, like my good 
fortune in marrying this man, the most 
honest person I’ve ever met. And now to 
be pregnant is just a miracle. 

“And the timing! I have three pictures 
ready to come out, that will take a year. 
The baby will be here in another six 
months, and that will give me a whole 
year to get to know my husband. 

“T can’t stand to be separated from him. 
I usually am with him on the set, not 
twenty-four hours, but before or after 
lunch. If Bobby weren’t making movies it 
would be too difficult, and I’'d give up my 
career, but now we can both make them, 
and I do love acting. He’s got to go on 
location soon, for six weeks. Well, since 
I’m having a baby I can go with him. I 
don’t know how we worked all this out, 
but I thank God. And I don’t worry about 
my baby’s future, no matter where we 
raise him. Bobby was raised with so much 
love. So was I. Jeffrey will be, too. We 
won't let any dangers touch him.” 

—Tue Enp 


Sandy and Bobby are in U-I’s “Come Sep- 
tember.” Sandy’s also in “Romanoff and 
Juliet” and “Tammy, Tell Me True” for 
U-I. Bobby’s in “Too Late Blues,” Par. 
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Continued from page 31 


FACT: Connie and Dorothy present 
two completely different images to TV 
viewers. Connie, who is younger, has her 
largest boosters among the teenagers. 

Dorothy has less of a teenage following. 
She appeals especially to reminiscing 
middle-aged couples who watch “The 
Roaring 20's.” She says she is content 
with the job the studio press staff is doing. 

Neither girl will admit she feels she is 
in direct competition with the other. Says 
Connie: “The only similarity I see is that 
we are both blond and both receive our 
fan mail at the same address.” 


“Dorothy fired a rival’’ 
RUMOR: Dorothy Provine had a sec- 


retary fired at Warners when she found 
out the young lady was dating a boyfriend 
of hers. Connie Stevens tried to get the 
job back for the secretary just for spite. 

FACT: It was a lady in the publicity 
department, and she did get fired. Dotty 
was involved in the event. 

The young publicist was dating a Latin 
actor by the name of Manuel Rojos. 
While touring the lot one day, he noticed 
Dorothy and invited her to dinner. Dotty, 
knowing he was dating the lady in pub- 
licity, politely declined his invitation. 

But later, Dotty was told it was only a 
business arrangement between them, so 


when Manuel asked again, she accepted. 

When Miss Publicity found out, she 
burst onto Dorothy’s set. Screaming at 
the top of her lungs, she carried on in a 
very unladylike way, and the next day she 
was fired. 

“I might fight for a man on my own 
terms if I thought he was worth it,” 
Dorothy admitted, “but I'd never go to 
the extremes of having a woman fired.” 

Connie denies that she tried to get the 
woman’s job back for her. She claims 
she knew nothing of the episode until it 
had been over several weeks. 

RUMOR: Connie and Dorothy delib- 
erately avoid dating the same available 
bachelors about town. 

FACT: They have seldom dated the 
same fellows. Among the things they 
don’t agree on are men. 

RUMOR: Dorothy and Connie never 
compliment each other. 

FACT: That’s true. 

RUMOR: Hollywood party-givers never 
invite the girls to the same parties. 

FACT: Usually so. As mentioned be- 
fore, they don’t run around in the same 
social circles. But each girl insists she 
would not avoid a party because the other 
was attending. 


Connie is jealous 


RUMOR: Connie is jealous because 
Dorothy didn’t work as hard as she did 
to become a star. 

FACT: Connie has worked like a Trojan 
for everything she’s gotten. And though 
stardom did come to Connie at an earlier 
age than to Dorothy, Connie to this day 
worries about her abilities as an actress. 
Because of this, many people expect her 
to have her eye out jealously on any other 
talent that steps onto the Warner lot. 

Many people—perhaps Connie among 


them—aren’t aware that Dorothy Provine 
spent a lot of time trying to push her way 
into summer stock and other acting jobs 
before she got her first big break in 
Hollywood. Although Dorothy took the 
college route, while Connie took to prac- 
tical application right after high school, 
the fact is both worked very hard to get 
what they have. 

RUMOR: Dorothy and Connie never 
speak, and go out of their way to avoid 
each other. 

FACT: It’s true, Connie and Dorothy 
feel strange and uneasy in the presence 
of each other. On several occasions, when 
they’re both in the commissary at the 
same time, for instance, their eyes have 
met and then they have both turned away 
without speaking. Connie and Dorothy 
have come to realize that a girl’s best 
enemy usually is another girl. No one 
knows for sure now who is to blame for 
the start of this feud. Perhaps neither of 
them were at fault in the beginning. But 
the rumors and the tension have grown, 
and the girls are caught right in the mid- 
dle. They don’t know quite what to think 
—when they see each other, the atmosphere 
is strained, their looks guarded. They’re 
too embarrassed to speak to each other— 
and perhaps too afraid. The talk’s out in 
Hollywood now, and whether they like it 
or not—this feud is now for real. And 
that’s why PHotopLay has reported it. 
Perhaps bringing the whole thing out in 
the open will help clear the air. Their 
friends are hoping that the girls can 
shake hands and come out smiling—in- 
stead of fighting. —Jay RICHARDS 


Connie is in “Parrish” and “Susan Slade” 
for Warners and “Hawaiian Eye,” ABC- 
TV, Wed., 9 P.M. EDT. And you can see 
Dorothy in “The Roaring 20's,” every 
Saturday, on ABC-TV, at 7:30 P.M. EDT. 
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between them—just long enough for whis- 
pers to start: “. . . it certainly didn’t take 
her much time. Bob was out of town for 
two days and I saw her with . . . Doesn’t 
Bob realize how she hates to be alone? 
... Well, maybe he is her leading man in 
a movie she’s making, but when I saw 
them there were no cameras around ... I 
understand he’s one of Bob’s best friends.” 

Inevitably the grapevine was swarming 
with reports about Natalie. Most prom- 
inently mentioned were Warren Beatty, 
Natalie’s co-star in “Splendor in the 
Grass,” Frank Sinatra and a married TV 
actor. 

Were Natalie’s meetings with these men 
clandestine trysts made without Bob’s 
knowledge? 

To say that they were would be cruel, 
unfair and untrue. But Hollywood has 
never, and will never, take kindly to mar- 
ried stars who allow the public the oppor- 
tunities for gossip. Though Natalie’s 


friendships were completely innocent, the 
rumors were at one time so rampant that 
columnists brazenly implied that she was 
“seeing” other men. 

Is this what has rocked the Wood-Wag- 
ner marriage? Is their separation so seri- 
ous that the breach can never be spanned? 
Is Natalie’s conduct too controversial for 
Bob? 

The answer depends on what happens 
next. 

Natalie is young in years, but mature in 
sophisticated, feminine conduct. She will 
continue to behave as best suits her per- 
sonality. She will not be interfered with. 
She will not be advised. And, though she is 
mature, she is still subject to the incorrigi- 
ble enthusiams of youth. 

Robert Wagner is older, not nearly as 
successful as his wife and, therefore, per- 
haps wiser. He prefers to play it cool, to 
live quietly, to work hard and, with Nata- 
lie, to concentrate almost exclusively on 
building the marriage and the careers. 

Perhaps an exchange of wisdoms would 
help. Natalie to live a life of lesser inten- 
sities, Bob to pay less attention to the 
rumors. On this basis there is a good 
chance that the reconciliation will last. 

But the veterans of such marriages say 
that what would best profit Natalie and 
Bob is for them to take a new, long, lean, 
hard look at love and what they can ex- 
pect of it. 

Love grants opportunities only. The fact 


that two people are in love rarely, if ever, 
indicates easy happiness. 

Many insiders believe that Bob and Nat- 
alie expected too much from their marriage 
too soon. They hoped for immediate joy, 
instant togetherness, on-the-spot serenity 
and presto possessiveness. 

There is no such magic in real life. It 
exists only in dreams. 

And the pitiful example of Bob and 
Natalie’s hope is the expensive home that 
was to be a status-symbol of their love. 

But the “little palace of luxury” they 
planned is empty, a half-finished monu- 
ment to a love that faltered. 

It would be even more appropriate if 
Natalie and Bob considered a statement 
made by an actress just a couple of years 
ago. 

“It is the separation of interest that 
hurts most two-career marriages,” said the 
actress. “A couple must agree on a goal 
and work together for it. That goes for lit- 
tle as well as big things. You can’t buy a 
big boat and a big house, for example, or 
you'll end up nervous wrecks because of 
the money you owe.” 

Why is it startling advice for the Wag- 
ners? 

Because Natalie was that actress! 

—SALLY BOSWELL 


Natalie’s in “West Side Story,” U.A. and 
“Splendor in the Grass,” Warner Bros. 
Bob’s in “Sail a Crooked Ship,” Col. 
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Continued from page 38 


important role in the movie “Indiscretion 
of an American Wife.” He was suddenly 
transported from the familiar sights and 
sounds of the United States to the strange 
—but exciting—newness of ancient Italy. 

Dick soon became involved in a re- 
markably sensitive rapport with the Ital- 
ians. He filled his mind, his thoughts, his 
senses in the earthy joys and warmth 
and understanding of the people. He was 
overwhelmed by the classic wonders of 
Rome, but found an even deeper feeling 
for the Italian countryside. 

One afternoon, while he was resting 
between takes, Dick noticed a shy, smil- 
ing Italian girl of fourteen who was stand- 
ing in the circle of onlookers around the 
cameras. She regarded him, he remembers, 
with “large and wonderful dark eyes.” 

Her hair, the color of “red-hot iron” 
hung loosely about her shoulders. She 
didn’t move, but stood quietly, letting the 
gentle Italian breezes brush her body. At 
first, Dick gave her no more than a cur- 
sory, admiring glance. But each time he 
returned to his chair between takes, he 
noticed that she had moved closer. 

“IT was only thirteen,” says Dick, “but 
I imagined that, since I was in the com- 
pany of so many sophisticated adults, I 
was far beyond any need to pay atten- 
tion to a fourteen-year-old girl.” 


The beginning of love 


The next morning, however, Dick noticed 
that the girl was there again. And before 
the morning had passed, she was standing 
so close to Dick he could talk to her. 

“Do you live around here?” Dick asked. 

The girl shook her head, but didn’t 
speak. 

“Do you live in Rome?” he asked. 

The girl nodded. 

“What are you doing here?” he prodded. 

“T am learning,” the girl said in English. 

“You speak English, too?” 

“T understand very well, but I do not 
speak it so good.” 

“What are you learning?” 

“I am learning,” the girl looked around 
at the cameras and the technicians and 
the actors and actresses, “I am learning 
—all this.” 

Dick almost laughed out loud. Imagine, 
he thought, a girl like this expecting to 
learn acting just by standing around a 
movie location. 

“What do you know about acting?” he 
asked. 

The girl hung her head as though she 
was not going to answer. Finally, she 
looked up at Dick and said, “I know noth- 
ing now. I know only that you are laugh- 
ing at me. I can tell.” She looked straight 
into Dick’s eyes. “But I will learn,” she 
said, almost defiantly, “and I will become 
an actress and I will be very beautiful 
and I will come to America—and when 
I do I will let you take me to a fine res- 


taurant because I shall only go out with 
the handsomest of men.” 

During the days that followed, a friend- 
ship developed between Dick and the girl. 
She said her name was Lucy. “It didn’t 
matter to me,” Dick recalls. “I treated 
her like a kid sister.” 

But the girl didn’t seem to mind. As 
long as Dick spoke to her and allowed 
her to stay on the set, she seemed happy. 
During lunch hours she often took Dick 
for long walks, showing him secrets of 
the countryside which only a native Ital- 
ian would know. Animal lairs, hidden, 
mysterious dells in the skirts of the great 
hills around Rome. Kid stuff, Dick 
thought. But he had nothing else to do. 

Yet Lucy always regarded him with 
awe, reverence and love. 

“As I look back,” says Dick, “I realize 
that I treated her harshly at times, with 
that kind of snobbishness teenage boys 
can have for girls.” 

When the shooting in Italy was over, 
Dick returned to Hollywood to complete 
the movie. He was in the midst of a new 
and exciting life, and only once in a 


while did he think of Lucy, left behind 


in Italy. 
A month or two later, he received a 
letter, written painstakingly in English. 


There was no salutation, only the words: 
“You have left me without saying good- 
bye. I shall never date you. Now when I 
come to Hollywood, I would not like a 
man who hurt me, even though he is 
handsome.” 

It was signed: “Lucy.” 

Dick shrugged the letter off. 

One afternoon, seven years later, Dick 
was leaving a barber shop, when a red 
Thunderbird whizzed by him, then sud- 
denly screeched to a skidding halt. 

The driver jumped out. She was gor- 
geous, red-headed, beautifully dressed. 


““She had a figure like .. .”’ 


“T’ll confess,” Dick says, “my eyes 
bulged at all that beauty coming toward 
me. She had a figure like . . . Man, need 
I say more?” 

The girl stared at him with a sly smile. 
Dick saw then that it was Luciana Paluzzi, 
Italy’s sexy import whom many experts 
regard as one of the most beautifully 
shaped women from Europe. 

“Hi,” Dick said. 

“I am Lucy.” she said. “Don’t you know 
who I am? I am the girl of long ago, 
and I am still very much hurt that you 


never said goodbye.” Dick almost col- 
lapsed with surprise. 
“We had coffee,” says Dick, “and rem- 


inisced. But I’m still dazed by what nature 
did to my girl. If I had ever known... 
“The reason this incident stays with me 
and comes to mind so often,” says Dick, 
“is because it’s such a perfect example 
—a perfect example of what a man can 
miss if he becomes so damn self-centered 
he ignores what’s happening in the minds 
and hearts of those around him. 
“Looking back, of course, the answer 
seems simple. Look for love and you'll 
find it. But I’m not thirteen any longer. 
We get complicated as we grow older. 
What would have satisfied me when I was 
sixteen is not enough at twenty-two. 


“When I was sixteen, for example, I fell 


in love. It was just impossible for me to go 


five minutes in my life without thinking 
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about this girl, but nothing happened. 

“We dated. We had a lot of laughs. We 
enjoyed the same things. I was convinced 
that she was the only girl in the world 
who could ever make me happy. But at 
sixteen there is one thing you don’t know. 
When you decide there is only one girl 
who can make you happy, you're also 
selecting the only girl who can make you 
unhappy. 

“On my sixteenth birthday I made up 
my mind I was old enough to ask her to 
marry me—but I didn’t know how to do 
it. I bought an engagement ring with a 


| few dollars I had saved up, and that night, 


when I was close to her, walking down 
the street, I dropped the ring in her coat 
pocket. She caught me. She took out the 
package and opened it. Instead of being 
surprised, thrilled, excited—instead of 
throwing her arms around me as I ex- 
pected her to, she said, ‘What a silly thing 
to do.’ 

“I had just dropped my heart in her 
pocket, and she thought it was silly.” 

Dick shook his head and smiled. “You 
know, she was right. It was a pretty ridicu- 
lous way to tell a girl you loved her.” 

“But I didn’t see it that way then. I 
was hurt. My ego had been squashed. I 
never felt the same about her again. A 
boy in love doesn’t like to be laughed at, 
especially by the girl he loves. 


“| loved and lost’’ 


“There were other girls, of course. I 
loved and lost or I thought I loved and 
thought I lost. Who knows what really 
happened? 

“The point is that I could never find 
the feeling of permanency in any of the 
girls that attracted me. I suppose it was 
the same quality that was, for them, miss- 
ing in me. 

“I’m twenty-two now. I ought to have 
some small idea of what I want in the girl 
I’m looking for. 

“It’s odd, but I know a mountain in 
Italy that would delight her. There’s a 
small road along the ocean at Malibu and 
the view from it would take her breath 
away. There’s a painting of mine. No one 
likes it, but she would. I know all the res- 
taurants we'd eat at. I have all the music 
she’d like to hear. I have all the hopes 
she’d want to share with me.” 

Dick looked at me. “Sounds corny, 
doesn’t it?” 

“I said I didn’t think so, as long as he 
meant what he said.” 

“Oh, I mean it all right,” he replied. 


| “But love takes such a beating in this 
| country, it’s almost a joke to speak of it 
| seriously. 


“I think Europeans really do know 
more about it than we do. They have two 
simple rules about love. They never make 


| fun of it and they never deny it, even if 


they haven’t sought it.” 

Did he mean American girls make light 
of love? 

“No,” he said, “that’s the trouble. They 
don’t make anything of it. They seem to 
like to wear it, like a new dress. And it 
must be in fashion. 

“One year it’s the style to fall in love 
with muscle men, the next it’s older men, 
the next it’s intellectuals. 

“The one thing American girls do is 
put veils over their hearts. They never let 
you get them in focus. 


“There’s one girl I dated, and with her 
I never knew if what she said was from 
her heart or the best lines from her last 
movie. I just can’t fuss around with a girl 
who wants to play games. 

“Another girl I dated a while back. In 
front of a group of people she glowed— 
charm, personality, bright, clever dialogue. 
But alone with a man she was frightened. 
Out went the glow, and her heart was as 
dark as the inside of an ice box—and 
just as chilly. 

“At first I thought it was me, that I 
simply didn’t know how to act with her. 
But the more I watched, the more I real- 
ized that she was driven by a compulsion 
to be the center of attention. Then I under- 
stood that she was so busy taking she 
had never learned how to give.” 


Where is his love? 


But if Dick is searching so honestly and 
delving so deep for love, and he can have 
his pick of so many girls . . . why hasn’t 
he found a woman who pleases him? It 
is interesting to learn what he says about 
it—and what his dates say about him! 

His first and most highly publicized 
romance was with Tuesday Weld. 

“But as much as I like Tuesday,” Dick 
said when it was over, “we discovered that 
we could find no promise of permanency 
in our relationship. She had things to do 
with her life. So did I. They were things 
which would have eventually sent us off in 
different directions. There was no future 
for either of us in that.” 

Tuesday’s summation, in its brevity, em- 
phasized their differences. 

“We just didn’t dig it together,” she 
said. 

Sherry Jackson and Diane McBain, two 
popular and beautiful young actresses, ac- 
tually shared dates with Dick. Sherry, 
however, felt that there wasn’t a great 
enough “difference in our ages. 

“T think I want to fall in love with a 
man a lot older than I am,” she said. “Any- 
how, that’s the way it it with me now.” 

Diane’s reasons were simpler, but 
straight to the point. “I just don’t want to 
fall in love that hard.” she said, “because 
I just don’t want to get married. And Dick 
is the kind of young man a girl falls in 
love with.” 

Later Dick seemed very serious with 
Madlyn Rhue. They were seen everywhere 
together, and the fact that she had tempted 
Dick to go out so often as her date seemed 
proof that he was indeed in love. In fact, 
they were rumored to be unofficially en- 
gaged. 

What finally happened between them 
isn’t known. But after a two-month ro- 
mance, they broke up. Neither Dick nor 
Madlyn will comment. : 

One ex-girlfriend of Dick’s thinks she 
has the answer to his problem. 

“Dick knows positively that he is going 
to do everything in his power to make 
some woman a good husband,” she says. 
“He knows he will love intensely—he will 
make any sacrifice—he will give himself 
completely to the woman he loves. He 
knows that under those circumstances he 
will be helpless. That’s why he’s being so 
very, very careful. Because if he makes a 
mistake, that woman could tear him apart, 
perhaps even ruin his life. 

“T don’t know how it works with me, but 
I'll tell you one thing: Being too damn 
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selective has turned many a nice girl into 
an old maid. The perfect man doesn’t ex- 
ist. And Beymer ought to accept the fact 
that there’s no such thing as a_ perfect 
woman, either.” 

At the moment, Dick is unattached. And, 
being unattached, he is frequently accused 
of being so in love with his career he 
may never fall in love with a woman. 


Something more than a lover 


“Not true,” says Dick. “Sure, I like my 
career. Why be an actor if you don’t? 
Every man I’ve ever met has had a per- 
sonal ambition that is separate from his 
love life. In a broad sense, this ambition 
is necessary. A man has got to be some- 
thing more than just a lover to the woman 
of his choice. He should provide her with 
some basis for having pride in him. 

“In some respects,” he admitted, “I 
may not be completely ready to fall in 
love. | imagine problems that don’t exist. 

“Sometimes the most awful fears in a 


man’s life are only in his mind, but I try 
to be careful and not let imaginary fears 
affect my life. 

“The one danger I have to watch out 
for is that I might fall in love just because 
I’m so damned eager to do it. 

“The trouble is you want to love some- 
one. You’re full of hope and happiness 
that’s just screaming to be shared with 
someone. You have a wild. restless thing 
in your heart that’s begging to be let loose. 


Comes a pretty face in the moonlight some | 


night and you let it go. You think you’re 
in love, just because you can’t stand being 
alone any more. 
“They say a man must wait and be 
patient and he will eventually find the 
right girl. That may be so, and I’m trying. 
“But I’m not sure I’m going to last that 
long.” 
“Why not?” 
“Because.” 
killing me.” 


said Dick, “ 


the suspense is 


—Tony WALL 


See Dick in “Bachelor Flat,” for 20th. 
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Continued from page 51 


Both suspects had one thing in common— 
the record business. Other than that, they 
appeared outwardly ill-suited to each other. 

Dick, slightly tarnished teenage idol of 
“American Bandstand” fame, displays sur- 
face youth—shiny-faced and naive. Actu- 
ally, he is quite sophisticated. 

Connie, outwardly sophisticated, is quite 
naive at twenty-two. 

Testimony from witness number one 
came from Connie’s faithful secretary. 

“Connie’s not talking,” she said. “She 
doesn’t want any story. Her parents are 
very upset. After all, how does it make 
her look . . . with Dick getting a divorce 
and everything?” 

Witness number two was Dick’s press 
agent. 


“No comment”’ 


“Listen,” he said. His tone sounded sin- 
cere—almost too sincere. “Dick says it’s 
too silly to talk about. In fact, that’s his 
comment—No comment.’ ” 

The following morning, the story blos- 
somed out. Inquiries flooded Miami. 

A few hours later, Dick’s press agent 
was forced to issue the following state- 
ment: 

“This is a phase of Dick Clark’s career 
that is extremely delicate. We feel that 
publications are going to go ahead and 
do the thing anyway, no matter what we 
say, even though most of the stories are 
untrue. Dick has been talking to his at- 
torneys. They've advised him not to get 
involved in the stories. He can’t deny them 
because it just makes it worse. Therefore, 
it’s best if Dick is not quoted on anything. 
As far as his personal life is concerned— 
that’s Ais business.” 


That afternoon we got our first lead. 

pa ; : hen 

See, here’s how it was,” said a close 
friend of Connie’s. “Dick went to Connie’s 
house a couple of months ago to make a 
tape for ‘Bandstand.’ He stayed and had 
dinner. Her parents were there the whole 
time.” 


We checked the story with a friend of | 


Dick’s. “Sure.” he said. “Dick’s been 
Connie’s home a couple of times. Once he 
went with sound engineer to tape for 
the show. The other time his wife Bobbie 
was with him. They stayed for dinner. 
They had spaghetti with meat balls and 
cheese. How’s that for an alibi?” 

We called Dick’s press agent back. 

“This thing is getting out of hand,” he 
admitted. “I'll talk to Dick tonight. To- 
morrow morning I'll have a signed state- 


to 


ment. A statement from Dick.” 
“Okay,” we said, and eagerly awaited 
the call. 


But the following morning, a somewhat 
older, wiser press agent contacted our 
office. 

“I don’t have a statement,” he said 
bravely. “Dick gave me a statement from 
Connie to read instead. It’s from the 
Philadelphia Daily News. Here’s what it 
says: ‘Dick and I have never been alone 
Jong enough to have a Coke.’ How’s that?” 

“Terrible,” we muttered. 

“Oh,” he sighed. 

That afternoon we grilled a new wit- 
ness, an intimate of Dick’s. 

“Look,” he said, “Dick is a very clean- 
cut guy. They say he’s gone ‘show-biz.’ 
So he’s getting a divorce. Does that make 
him show-biz? A story like this can hurt 
him. Why should he get himself into a 
position like that? Some of these guys can 
do anything. It all depends on the image. 
But not Dick. So why should he start the 
story?” 

“But what if it’s true?” we prodded. 

“Well, it’s not. And, even if it is, Dick 
wouldn’t start it . . . I don’t think .. .” 

“Oh,” we said, trying not to sound con- 
fused. But at this point, the facts seemed 
more muddled than ever. We tried Con- 
nie’s office again. 

“There’s no basis for the rumor,” they 
said. “It’s stupid to try to defend one’s 
self. Dick and Connie have been great 
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friends. ‘hey ve helped each other out in 
business. At first we laughed when we 
heard it. We thought it was a joke. There’s 
nothing to discuss. They’re not interested 
in each other for one minute.” 

Next we called one of Connie’s best 
friends: “Of course it’s not true. I'd know 
if it were. This is the sort of thing you’d 
tell a best friend . . . wouldn’t you?” 

“Well,” we said. “Maybe.” 


How they met 


Looking back over the history of the 
case, we remembered when Connie first 
met Dick three years ago for an “Ameri- 
can Bandstand” appearance. At the time, 
Dick, twenty-eight, lived in a Philadelphia 
suburb with his wife Barbara and small 
son Dickie, in a modest duplex home at- 
tached to a block-long row of homes just 
like theirs. Connie, single, lived—and still 
lives—with her parents in an average- 
looking split-level home in Bloomfield, New 
Jersey. 

During the last year, Connie has trav- 
eled widely, but her home is still in New 
Jersey, forty-five minutes outside New 
York City. Dick has maintained his home 
in Philadelphia, but he has commuted to 
New York for movie and TV commitments. 

Now we had the facts, and we had to 
come to a conclusion. 

As one observer remarked, “There’s 
nothing to it. A newspaper columnist 
either made up the item or was childish 
enough to believe it from an informant. 
That’s how these phony romances get 
blown up from nothing.” 

Said another: “You can probably find 
the villain right in the Clark or Francis 
camps. Why do you think they keep press 
agents on the payroll?” 

But as another source pointed out: “If 
it is true, if Connie and Dick really are 
in love, it comes at a bad time for him, 
entangled in divorce proceedings—and for 
her, too, since it makes her look like the 
‘other woman.’ ” 


‘ne moment had come, obviously, to 
confront Connie and Dick in person: 

We found Connie at home, chicly 
dressed in black tapered slacks and a 
shocking-pink, bateau-neck blouse. She 
paced her living room casually while talk- 
ing, then flung herself into a fuzzy, white 
contour chair. 


Connie’s side of the story 


“What’s between Dick and me? It’s 
too stupid,” she said. 

Her mother walked in with a platter of 
cold fried chicken. Connie picked up a 
piece and munched nonchalantly. 

“Do you admit you told a newspaper 
reporter you and Dick never ‘so much 
as had a cup of coffee together’?” 

“Y-ess ...” she said slowly. 

“Do you also admit that Dick visited 
your home at least twice recently?” 

we ee 

“Do you drink coffee with your dinner?” 

“Oh...” she blushed. “For goodness’ 
sake. That! 

“IT can explain,” she said. “The item 
was printed in one column and _ half-a- 
dozen others picked it up.” She reached 
for a frosty glass of iced tea. 

“Of course they ran reports that Dick 
came to my home. He did. But he came on 
business both times, and once his wife 
was with him. 

“My family likes Dick very much,” she 
continued, “and he always had me appear 
on ‘Bandstand’ whenever I had a hit rec- 
ord.” 

We shot her a quizzical glance. 

“Wait,” she said. “Don’t you see—all 
those times I don’t think Dick and I were 
alone long enough to have a Coke to- 
gether.” 

“Think?” we pressed mercilessly. “Don’t 
you know?” 

“I...” she began. 

“Hmm,” we cut in, closing our note- 
book. We realized it was time to call Dick 


in Philadelphia. 


“Connie answered it all pretty well in 
a statement to the Philadelphia Daily 
News,” he began. 

“Never mind that. What’s your answer?” 

“It’s ridiculous,’ came the reply. 
“Foundless. Groundless. Too stupid to 
comment on.” 

“Does that still mean ‘no comment’ ?” 

“That’s right.” 

A week later Connie Francis stepped 
onto the stage at Sciolla’s night club in 
Philadelphia. We were in the audience. 

“Ladies and gentlemen.” she = said, 
“you've always been very nice to me in 
this town and I feel I owe you an ex- 
planation. 

“Those rumors about Dick Clark and 
me—they’re not true. When I decide to 
get married you'll all know about it—and 
you're all invited!” 

The audience of seven hundred Connie 
Francis fans applauded vigorously. 

We felt very relieved as Connie launched 
into a full-throated rendition of “Where 
the Boys Are.” The mysterious case seemed 
shut with a slam. Just another silly rumor 
—we guessed. 

It was just at that moment that Dick’s 
press agent leaned over and said out of 
the side of his mouth: 

“See, what did I tell you? Nothing to 
it. Of course, they'll probably elope to- 
morrow morning and make me a liar.” 

Then a friend of Connie’s whispered, 
“Remember the old saw . . . ‘Where there’s 
smoke there’s fire.’ ” 

We thought that over for a moment. 
Then we decided to forget it—forget the 
whole thing. We still weren’t sure if the 
rumors were true or not, but we felt pretty 
confident that Dick and Connie wouldn't 
elope. Connie wouldn’t do that. After all, 
hadn’t she invited us to the wedding? 

—JANE STANFORD 


Dick is on “American Bandstand,” Mon.- 
Fri., ABC-TV, 4 P.M. EDT and in U.A.’s 
“The Young Doctors.” Connie is cur- 
rently in “Where the Boys Are,” M-G-M. 
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as. if in sympathy with his master. 
“The idea of being married and having 
someone to come home to is appealing,” 
Rick nodded. “I guess everybody thinks 
about that. I’m sure David’s getting mar- 
ried has caused me to think about it a 
little more. It’s so close to home. 
“Before he met June, David wasn’t real 
happy,” Rick remembered. “Oh, he was 
content in what he was doing, but as far 
as girls and going out, he really wasn’t 
very happy. He didn’t really enjoy going 
to parties and all that. He used to get 
depressed and not really care about things 
too much, but it seems like he’s really 
tuking an interest in things now. So mar- 
riage has helped him out a Jot. His whole 
outlook has changed. He’s happier now 
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than I’ve seen him in an awful long time.” 

Rick’s own vague sense of loneliness 
seemed to persist, even though he had 
long since adjusted to the absence of his 
brother. He had gotten used to seeing little 
or nothing of David for months—ever 
since David started dating June to the 
exclusion of all other girls. 


The first clue 


“I guess that’s when I first noticed their 
romance was serious,” Rick said. “That 
was a little bit of a clue. It was out of 
character, more or less, for David. He 
hadn’t spent a lot of time with one girl 
since his high school days, and actually 
I never thought much about his getting 
married. It was a shock in a way—but a 
pleasant shock.” 

It was then that Rick had started pal- 
ling around with Charley Britt, young de- 
fensive corner back of the L.A. Rams foot- 
ball team and sometimes an actor on the 
“Ozzie and Harriet” TV show. Having 
Charley for a buddy eased the transition 
somewhat, because, when David moved out, 
Charley moved in to take his place. 

“I miss David,” Rick said earnestly. 
“We used to do a lot of things together. 


We confided in each other. We used to 
double date a lot, go to the beach quite 
a bit, to shows, movies and different 
places. We were awfully close, so natu- 
rally it seems a little strange not having 
him around quite as much. However, 
Charley and I also both like the same 
things, so this has helped fill the gap. 
Besides, David doesn’t live far away, so 
I still see him quite a bit.” 

Rick smiled wryly, remembering his own 
surprise and David’s nervousness the night, 
several months earlier, when they had 
been sitting in the living room of their 
Hollywood hilltop home and David had 
broken the news. 

“He let me know in a roundabout way.” 
Rick said. “He said he wondered what 
Mom and Dad would think about it, and 
what would happen as far as the show 
was concerned if he were to marry June. 
I just said it was really up to him whether 
he wanted to do it or not and that I was 
sure Mom and Dad would feel the same 
way, but he already knew that. I wasn’t 
telling him something new. He probably 
just wanted to hear me say it.” 

David’s decision set Rick to thinking 
about the day when he, too, would get 
married. But Rick realized that David's 
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new happiness lay not just in being mar- 
ried, but in being married to the right 
girl, in being married to someone like 
June. 

“I dig my brother’s wife.” Rick smiled 
in approval. “I’m very fond of her. June’s 
a great girl. She’s really a nice person. 
Girls like her don’t come along very 
often. That’s for sure. I think David did 
real well.” Then with a grin, he added, 
“So did June. And my folks—they’re very 
fond of her, too. 


“Il sure envy Dave’’ 


° 

“IT sure envy Dave marrying a girl like 
June.” Rick went on. “I just hope I can 
do as well as that.” 

Rick liked everything about June—not 
only the way she looked, not only the 
way she was with David, but the way 
she was with Ozzie and Harriet, the way 
she spoke, the way she handled herself 
generally, her whole attitude toward life. 

“When I marry.” Rick said, “I’d sure 
like to marry a girl with the same quali- 
ties.’ June’s pleasant. She’s got a good 
sense of humor. She’s comfortable to be 
with. She’s fun to talk with. She really 
knows what you’re talking about. She’s 
got a real good outlook on everything. 
She’s a very warm human being, she really 
is. | have a very strong feeling for her. 
She’s part of the family.” 

Rick was anything but his usually quiet 
self as he ticked off June’s virtues. “She’s 
not egocentric,” Rick noted appreciatively. 
“She’s not absorbed in herself. She’s not 
an exhibitionist. She’s actually pretty 
quiet at first if you don’t know her. She’s 
real soft-spoken, and I like that. 

“A lot of times I'd have a date at my 
parents’ house and I’d feel uneasy,” Rick 
recalled. “You know—you’d be worried 
about what the girl would do and all that. 
because you'd be anxious for her to make 
a good impression. But with June it was 
a question of June accepting my folks and 
my folks accepting June at the same time. 
It seemed to work out real good. I'd sure 
like it to work out that way for me. 

“Actually,” Rick pointed out, “David 
was always a couple of years ahead of 
me in school and in everything. He was 
the first to live by himself. Being the 
older one, it seemed like he always did 
things first. He sort of broke everything 
in. So I imagine he'll have a lot to tell 
me about marriage. | guess he’s trail 
blazing there, too. I’ve never really been 
close to getting married, but David's 
wedding made it real to me. 

“IT imagined the way I felt that day 
was the same feeling I'd have when | 
got married myself. It’s hard to explain 
—only that this is a big moment. It made 
me a little more nervous, actually. I knew 
that the next time David would be the 
best man and I'd be taking the plunge.” 

Looking at June standing there before 
the minister, noticing how radiant and 
beautiful she was, Rick murmured a silent 
wish that when it was his turn to be the 
groom, the bride would be like June. 

Marriage from then on was a remote 
possibility, but a likelihood Rick found 
himself taking seriously for the first time, 
to his own strange uneasiness. He felt al- 
most a surge of relief that it was David 
and not he who had taken leave of 
bachelorhood. 

“As far as seeing about weddings and 








all that, I’m glad he was the first one 
to get married,” Rick laughed. “Getting 
out the invitations, making all those prep- 
arations sure was hectic. I’m glad that was 
David’s headache. They were running 
around like there was no tomorrow. It 
kind of makes a small wedding appeal 
to me. I think I’d rather have my wed- 
ding right in the house.” 

Rick himself may not have been fully 
aware of how his attitude toward marriage 
has changed since David bravely set the 
example. In his own mind the question 
now was not if he’d ever wed, but how. 


The only one left 


“It seems like so many of my friends 
have gotten married,” Rick shook his head. 
“David had a bachelor party before the 
wedding, and it seemed like it was every- 
body else’s last fling. Joe Byrne is get- 
ting married. Skip Young just got mar- 
ried. It seems like it’s just one right after 
another. I’m going to be the only one 
left around. It makes me think about it 
a littke more, of course,” he agreed, not 
too enthusiastically. “It kind of makes you 
feel like your number is coming up. You 
just never know. I might meet a girl next 
week. [I’m probably more ripe than ever 
before. It almost makes you feel as if 
maybe you have no choice but to get 
married in self-defense. 

“T don’t know,” he said, supplying words 
to go with the guarded expression on his 
face. “I think about it and then I sort 
of get a trapped feeling—a door closing. 
Getting married is really the big step 
of your life. It’s a long time. It’s your 
whole life! I just feel there are more things 
I'd like to do before I take on anything 
like that. 

“Before I get married, I’d like to try 
bullfighting a little bit. I'd like to go to 
Mexico or Spain and get in the ring with 
a bull. I want to race, too. It seems like 
I’ve been just about everywhere, but there 
are still a lot of things I want to do with- 
out having to answer to anyone. Once 
you're married, you have that responsi- 
bility of a wife and family. 

“T guess nothing really matters if you’re 
in love, or if you think you’re in love,” 
Rick admitted. “But I don’t feel restless 
and unhappy the way David did before 
he met June. I’m pretty happy right now. 
I'm not in the same boat David was. I 
still enjoy going to parties and going out 
with different girls. To me it’s not a bore 
yet. When it becomes a bore, I guess I'll 
know I’m in danger. 

“There are a lot of girls | haven't met 
yet that maybe I would like to meet.” he 
said. “You know, when you walk down 
the street, you see a girl who really looks 
good, and you think she’s the best-looking 
girl you’ve ever seen. Then you go about 
two more blocks and there’s another one. 
It seems there'll always be a prettier one, 
so I don’t know how I’m going to pick 
out a wife. That’s sure a problem.” 

But since David’s marriage to June 
Blair, the problem is easier to solve. At 
least Rick now knows the kind of girl 
he’s looking for. Somewhere, someplace, 
she’s waiting for him—and she’s an awful 
lot like June. —BiLL TuUSHER 


Rick and Dave are in “The Adventures of 
Ozzie and Harriet,” ABC-TV, Wed., 8:30 
P.M. EDT. Dave’s in “The Big Show,” 20th. 
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WHAT CHANCE 
DOES THIS 


MARRIAGE HAVE? 


For the answer, read this 


exclusive report on Venetia Stevenson and Don Everly 


—complete on this page 





Venetia Stevenson and Don Everly 


Venetia Stevenson is twenty-two. She is blond, lovely, a 
sometimes actress who has been called by Hollywood’s top 
photographers, “the most beautiful girl in the world.” 

If the reports are true, she will soon become the second 
Mrs. Don Everly. At this writing, however, neither Venetia 
nor Don will discuss it. But their silence hasn’t stopped 
Hollywood from asking, “What chance does this marriage 
have?” 

Venetia’s refusal to talk about her love for Don is not 
difficult to understand. She firmly believes that her first mar- 
riage, to Russ Tamblyn, was ruined by too much publicity. 
... And Don’s reluctance to speak of his love for Venetia is 
equally simple. “It would be pointless for me to say any- 
thing at a time like this,” Everly contends. “There is a long 
road in life between what a man hopes for and what he 
eventually gets. I know my fans are interested, particularly 
in this side of my personal life. But for me to reveal any 
plans we have would be ungentlemanly and maybe even a 
little presumptuous.” . . . Oddly enough, it is this cryptic 
withdrawal from discussion that is the reason Hollywood 
wonders. 

Ironically, Venetia married Russ on St. Valentine’s Day, 
lived with him a year, and then divorced him on April Fool’s 
Day. .. . Don’s marriage to his Sue began with a story-book 
elopement from Nashville, Tenn., to Ringo, Ga., because the 
latter state allowed weddings for boys under twenty-one. Don 
and Sue were happy for nearly four years. And then the 
clouds gathered. The separations caused by Don’s success 
became so frequent that Sue found them unbearable. A few 
precious hours together, and then departing planes or trains 
or buses would tear him from her arms. The very dreams 
they’d envisioned as sweethearts—Don’s singing success— 
was now breaking them up. 

In the beginning, Sue tried going on his personal appear- 
ance tours, but it was worse—she waited in hotel rooms in- 
stead of home where at least she had friends. And Don suf- 
fered as much in his own way. As the man of the house he 
soon realized he must face a simple fact—no marriage, no 
love, can live or grow if the principals are not together. 

There were other distractions that gnawed at the marriage 
and the hearts of the couple: On his tours, Don was inevita- 
bly thrown in the company of beautiful show girls, and with 
female fans—many ambitious toward more than just his 
autograph. Sue tried to understand. She knew nothing of 





show business. She tried only to appreciate the fact that her 
handsome, sensitive husband was fighting loneliness as hard 
as she was. In the end she realized that it wasn’t fair to 
either, to try and sustain a union that was not much more 
than a marriage in name only. 

Sue filed for divorce. The announcement surprised no one. 

But the next announcement was a surprise to everyone! 

“Singer Don Everly,” went the item, “recently separated 
from his first wife, plans to marry Venetia Stevenson.” 

Besides being beautiful, Venetia is a sophisticate. She was 
raised in the theater, the daughter of well-known show 
business parents. Her father, George Stevenson, is a movie 
director. Her mother is the popular British actress, Anna 
Lee. Venetia attended the best schools, tried an acting career, 
married and divorced Russ, went steady with Tab Hunter, 
and later developed a serious interest in the riding and 
breeding of horses. It was once reported that she and Barry 
Coe would marry. She dated Tony Perkins and such un- 
attached luminaries as Elvis Presley. . . . She is close to her 
father, but “I don’t see my mother at all. We haven’t been 
close for a long time.” 

If Venetia is now planning marriage to Don, why should 
she, a girl who once pointed out that “Nobody else has 
lived quite the way I have lived,” feel that she can find 
happiness with a Nashville rock ’n’ roller? . . . And how 
can Don, raised amidst the special and highly provincial 
customs, prejudices and traditions of the American South, 
imagine that he will be happy married to the sophisticated 
Venetia Stevenson? 

Some clues to the answer may be found in what Venetia 
said recently while discussing marriage. “I know it’s been 
said many times,” she commented, “but I’m convinced that 
a woman can never be satisfied being just the woman in 
the life of the man she loves. I want to help. I want to be 
important to my husband. I want to know that I can give 
him the kind of encouragement he needs, not the petty com- 
pliments so many wives give their husbands because they 
really don’t understand what their men are all about. I 
want to share his problems. I want to love him forever.” 

Is Venetia the kind of woman Don wants? Or is there still 
so much “boy from the country” left in him that he is more 
affected by Venetia’s physical beauty than her intellect? 

“It’s the one thing that bothers me,” says a close ac- 
quaintance of Don’s. “In Sue he had a wife who was content 
to be his wife. In Venetia he may discover he has married 
a girl who has more ambition for him than he wants. I don’t 
think Don yearns to be a sensation. He’d like to be popu- 
lar, to be sought after, to be welcomed in show business. 
What he wants most in a wife is a woman who will be by 
his side or a woman who will wait patiently for his return; 
a woman who will understand that there are things a man 
must do without a woman, and respect him for all that. 

“Whether Don wants a wife who will participate in his 
career is something I don’t think 
Everly has thought much about. 
Perhaps it would be a good idea 
if he did—now!” 

Despite the rumors and printed 
reports that Don and Venetia 
will marry soon, neither of them 
have nodded a “Yes.” They are 
“good friends” and see a lot of 
each other. 

There were even reports at this 
writing that Sue was seriously 
considering taking another try as 
Don’s wife. 

Can Don and Venetia find hap- 
piness together? . . . Insiders 
say she’s ready to travel wherever 
he goes . . . that she has made 
up her mind to be with her hus- 
band, “by his side if and when he needs me.” 

One of Hollywood’s favorite pastimes has always been to 
discuss whether a marriage has a chance. 

But deep down in the heart it knows better .. . 

It knows that no marriage is ever based on chance. . . 

It lives on love. THe Enpb 


Sue Everly 


Don Everly and his brother Phil record for Warners Records. 
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